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AUTHOR’S NOTE 


For many years I had been fascinated by the idea 
of putting Pepys on the stage in a full length 
play. But when, about two years ago, 1 sat down 
ito the task and re-read my Pepys, I came to the 
conclusion that any attempt to dramatise the 
Diary, or a part of it, would probably result in a 
scrappy type of chronicle play which would fail 
to give a living portrait of the Diarist. 

So I began where the Diary ended, and placed 
my play in June, 1669, a few days after the last 
entry. 

There is no historical foundation for the hap- 
penings in “And So to Bed,” but there is a seed 
in the pages of the Diary from which they might 
have grown, and did grow in my imagination. 

Pepys’ entry dated September 27th, 1667— 
“After dinner I to the office, and they gone anon 

comes Pelling and he and I to Gray’s-Inne Fields, 

‘ thinking to have heard Mrs. Knight sing at her 
lodgings, by a friend’s means of his, but we come 
too late, so must try another time.” 

Again on September 4th, 1668, Pepys writes— 
“This night Knepp tells us that there is a Spanish 
woman lately come over, that pretends to sing as 


well as Mrs. Knight, both of which I must en- 
deavour to hear. So, after supper, to bed.” 

There is no record that he achieved his desire 
before the closing entry of May 31st, 1669, and 
this was my opportunity. 

Mrs. Pepys was born in Devonshire of a French 
father and an Irish mother. At the age of three 
she was taken to France, where she remained 
until just before she was married to Pepys. I 
have therefore not unjustifiably represented her 
as a Frenchwoman. 

Mrs. Knight, the celebrated singer and like- 
wise one of the mistresses of Charles II, is‘men- 
tioned several times in Evelyn’s Diary. 

I think I may claim to havé drawn Pepys’ por- 
trait faithfully from his own revelation, and that 
there is little he says or does in my comedy which 
could not be paralleled in the pages of the Diary. 

But apart from about forty lines where I use 
his own words, and a few minor characteristic 
incidents in the early part of the play, it is all 
imaginary. 

To those who may object that I have not 


., shown the grave sober Pepys, the Secretary of 


State, the father of the British Admiralty, I can 
only say that all that belongs to a later chapter, 
and that I happened to catch him as the amorous 
rogue on an afternoon that was all comedy; and 
that if I have not extenuated, I have set down 
naught in malice. 


“AND SO TO BED” was produced under the manage- 
ment of the author, at the Queen’s Theatre, London, on 
September 6th, 1926, with the following cast:— 


CuHartes II 

SAMUEL Pepys . 
CREED 

Petune (The Pies). 
PerHamM Humerey . 
PRODGERS 


ALLAN JEAYES 
EDMUND GWENN 
ELLIOTT SEABROOKE 
ALFRED CLARK 

IVAN SAMSON 
REGINALD SMITH 


(Groom os the Bepeharsher) 


W. Casar (A Lutanist) . 
Boy To Pepys 

Boy To CREED . 
PELLING’s "PRENTICE 
A Picx-PurRsE 

First WaTCHMAN 
SECOND WATCHMAN 
Mrs. Pepys 

Mrs. KNIGHT 

Mrs. Pierce 

Mrs. KNEPP 

Dott (A Ro katioot’ 
LETTICE 
SUE . 

Jutia . 


D. POULTON 

LEWIS SHAW 

Vo. Pe FOSTER: 
HALSEY BOURNE 
ALAN NAPIER 
EDMUND GORDON 
H. ASTOR 

YVONNE ARNAUD 
MARY GREY 

KITTY DE LEGH 
GWENDOLEN EVANS 
EMMA WILLIAMS 
BETTY PRICE 

GWEN HARTER 
MIGNON O’DOHERTY 


The play produced and the settings designed by THz 


AUTHOR. 


The incidental music composed and aranged by HeEr- 


BERT HUGHES. 


Periop: A few days after the close of 
the Diary, June, 1669. 

Tue ActTIon: Covers eight hours. 

Prace: London. 


ACT I 
SceENE I. An alley by Pepys’ house in Seething 
Lane. 
ScENE II. A room in Pepys’ house. 


ACT II 
ScENE. Mrs. Knight’s lodging in Gray’s Inn 
” Fields. 


ACT III 
ScENE. A room in Pepys’ house. 


CHARACTERS 


Cuartes II. 

SAMUEL PEpys. 

CREED. 

PetuinGc (The Potticary). 
PELHAM HUMEFREY. 
Propcers (Groom of the Bedchamber). 
Boy To Pepys. 

Boy To CREED. 

PELLING’s "PRENTICE. 
Two WaTCHMEN. 

A PIcK-PURSE. 

Mrs. Pepys. 

Mrs. KNIGHT. 

Mrs. PIeRce. 

Mrs. KNEPP. 

Dott (A Blackamoor). 
SUE. 

LETTICE. 

JULIA. 
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ACT i 


ACT I 
SCENE I 


An alley by Pepys’ house in Seething Lane. 
Arched entrances x. and t. Back door to 
Pepys’ house left. Right of this a stone bench. 
Further right a double latticed window. Left 
of door, a water-butt, and a larder window 
open, through which can be seen DOLL THE 
cook scrubbing vegetables and singing at her 
work. 


PELLING’s BOY, small, thin and cheeky, enters R. 
carrying a hare. He stops at the door, exam- 
ines the hare, knocks—no answer—then 
knocks again. 


DOLL opens the door. 
Boy. Is Mistress Pepys within? 


poLL. No, sar, she be gone away to Dept- 
ford, in de new coach, to see her mother. 


Boy. I will see Mr. Pepys then. 


DOLL. If you wanna see Mass’r Pepys, you 
jes walk around dat corner, to de Navy Office 


ie he’s dar. 


soy (taking the hare from behind his back). 
What would I do taking that to the Navy? 


pOLL. La now, is dat beast for us? 
as 
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BoY. I was to give this hare to Mistress Pepys. 
My master Mr. Pelling, the ’Pothecary, says his 
compliments, and this hare, and he’ll give him- 
self the pleasure of supping with them to-night. 

DOLL. Den you jes give me dat ole hare, an’ 
tell him I cook it lovely. 

Boy (putting the hare behind his back). Yve 
never seen you before. 

DOLL. I never seen you before nor I never 
seen you behind, but jes you give me dat lil’ 
ole hare. 

Boy (retreating). "Iwas Mistress Pepys I 
should give it to. 

DOLL. Jes you give it to me, and give me no 
sass, or I’ll crack yo’ head. (Takes it from him 
by force.) 

BoY. Do you forget the boy, woman! 


DOLL. Don’ you dare call me woman—you — 
puny tadpole. 

Boy. Tadpole yourself! You big blown-out 
cow-frog! 

DOLL (running at him). Jes yo’ wait till I 
... (Tries to clout him with the hare; he runs 
off rR.) Oh, Lor’! Why you allus make dem 
young boys like debils! 

DOLL’ goes into the house, banging the door. 

Then through the scullery window she is seen 
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hanging up the hare, scraping vegetables and 
crooning to herself. 


A few moments later MEN’s voices are heard off 
R. in heated argument, coming nearer. 


CREED (off). Bribes! ... bribes! ... I! 
You say that? 


Pepys. I do—and I’ve had a mind to say it 
these months and years past. 


PEPYS comes on R. with JOHN CREED, walking 
together to the doorway. They are followed a 
few moments later by their Boys carrying 
satchels of papers. 


CREED. Pepys! 
pepys. And many do say it— 
CREED. ‘That I take bribes? 


pepys. That you take money!—from Lady 
Morgan, fifty pieces, to have her nephew made 
commander in the Royal Harry—from Sir Wil- 
liam Ashbourne for a younger son of his—and 
‘from how many more that you know and I 
know, Creed? 

CREED. For services rendered— 

pepys. Aye, but not the King’s service. 
Mighty fine service to the King to have these 
silly boy commanders bring his ships to such 
indiscipline, as if the devil himself were admiral. 
of the fleet. I tell you this morning’s business: 


| 
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hath so devilishly vexed me I can but burst out. 
To have two hundred seamen clamouring before 
the Navy Office with their tickets, and no 
money to pay them—poor honest men and good 
fighters—and hear them cry: “The Dutch fight 


for dollars and we for tickets.” 


CREED. Money—money—money—we are all 
crying for money and might as well cry for the 
moon, with a mad Parliament and reckless 
prince. 

pEpys. We have had money, Creed, but it 
passes through mighty sticky hands, and in the 
end the hands where it belongs are empty. 

CREED. Aye, indeed, money, like murder, will 
out, and a fine new coach and black horses will 
set tongues wagging! 

Pepys. Do you point that at me, Creed? 

CREED. Take it as you will! 

pepys. I have a new coach and horses, and 
fitting I should, having been these many years 
in good pay. But I took a vow in the King’s 
service that I would take no bribes to despatch 
business— 

CREED. [I said it not. 

pepys. Ask Stockdale, ask Raynor, ask Luel- 
lin—Deering—any of them! 

CREED. Why so hot? I did but hint at what 
they say. 
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pepys. They are lying knaves that say it. I 
have kept that vow, and you know it. The Lord 
knows I would I had kept my other vows as 
truly. 

At this point the two soys, having been at log- 
gerheads whispering insults to each other, flare 
up, and PEPYS’ BOY floors CREED’s with a blow 
on the chest. 

Pepys’ Boy (kneeling on the other and thump- 
ing him). ‘Take that, you white-livered scullion! 
I'll show you who’s a player—I’ll mad-mummer 
you! 

CREED. Here, what the plague! 

PEPys (crossing and seizing his Boy by the 
collar). Here, rascal, have done—have done, 
you rogue you! (dragging him up). 

CREED helps his boy up. 

Are you mad? 

CREED. His breeches fair ruined, and a new 
- pair on Monday last! 

Pepys (shaking his Boy). ‘Answer me, rogue! 
What set you on? 

PEPYS’ BOY. Please, sir, he jeered at my new 
livery—said I was tricked out like a mad-mum- 
mer—like some common gaudy player you had 
seen at the Playhouse. 


CREED (fo his Boy). To my lodging—run, 
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and bid them take the breeches off you and wash 
them, and you to bed till they be dry. 


CREED’S BOY runs Off L. 
New breeches, and not yet paid for! 


pepys. I will baste my rogue soundly for this. 
(To the poy.) ‘Take up those papers, sirrah! 


*crEED. I'll to my lodging now and shift me. 


pepys. As you will, and I pray you recover 
the breeches. 


CREED. Good day to ye. (Going L.) 


pepys (loudly). Come hither, rogue! 
The Boy comes nervously. 


(He takes him by the collar and clouts him be- 
hind.) Take that!—and that—and  that!- 
(Then seeing CREED is gone, he grins and takes 
the Boy by the ear.) For fighting in the street, 
consider I have beat you soundly. But for 
thrashing Creed’s cub, here is twelvepence for 
you, and a mighty stout lad. (He slaps the Boy 
on the back and stands laughing, then looking 
after CREED.) A crafty false rogue! And I 
think I begin to hate him! (He goes in, closing 
the door.) 


A moment later his voice is heard calling: 
Doll! Doll! Here to me, wench! 


DOLL closes the scullery window. WOMEN’S 
voices heard off R., and MRS. KNIGHT, a beau- 
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tiful lady, richly dressed, enters, followed by 
her maid, JULIA, carrying a parcel and several 
bandboxes. 


juLia. God save us from these back alleys and 
crooked lanes. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Tush, woman, ’tis a short cut 
to Unthankes, and I must have my gloves. 
(Putting her hand to her knee.) ’Slife, there 
goes my garter. 


juuia. There’s an omen truly! I mind me 
the night my brother broke his neck, my garter 
broke to the minute . . . ten o’ the clock it was 
—and— 

MRS. KNIGHT. Go to! you are as peevish as an 
owl. (She puts her foot on the stone seat under 
the window, raises her skirt and begins to retie 
her garter, humming a song to herself.) 


juuia. Fie, madam, if any should be look- 
ing—? 

MRS. KNIGHT. Faith, they’ll see a shapelier leg 
than any that goes hiding in city petticoats. 


yuuia. Well, I would we had took a coach—I 
liked not the look of that long rogue who eyed 
you as we came up here. 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). When the long 
and the short eye me not in the street, twill be 
time to break my glass, Julia. 
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Meanwhile the “long rogue,” a slouching ruffian, 
has put his head round the corner of the arch- 
way R., watching the Two WOMEN, who have 
their backs to him. He strides forward, grips 
the maw by the elbows, whirls her round, 
screaming, out of bis way and grabs at the 
satchel hanging on MRS. KNIGHT’S arm. 


PICK-PURSE. Now, my lady madam, give me 
that an’ we part friends. 


MRS. KNIGHT wrenches herself away, retreating 
to the corner by the water-butt. yurta at- 
tacks him from behind, beating him with her 
bandboxes and screaming. 


yuuia. Help! ‘Thieves! Murder—thieves, 
help, help! 
He turns and strikes at her with his stick, smash- 
ing a bandbox. 
PICK-PURSE. Peace, you bawling trull you! 


JULIA (screaming and running off R.). Help, 
help, watch! Murder! Thieves! Thieves! 
Watch! Watch! (Her voice is heard dying 
away down the alley.) 

PICK-PuRSE (grabbing the bag again). Quick 
now, and I say no more. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Begone, rogue! (Séruggling.) 


PICK-PURSE. Give me the bag or I'll break 
your pretty neck! 
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MRS. KNIGHT. Rascal! (He grabs her chin, 
pushing her head back.) How dare you! Help! 
The window is thrown open, perys looks out. 


PEPYs (shouting). Ruffian! Unhand the 
lady! (Shaking his fist.) Wait till I come at 
you! (He closes the window with a bang.) 


MRS. KNIGHT. Help! Help! (She struggles, 
still clutching her bag, and turns, her head being 
forced back, and staggers to window seat, where 
she sinks down in a faint as the man wrenches the 
bag from her grasp.) 
PEPYS appears in the doorway armed with a stick. 

pepys (brandishing his stick). Villain! Be- 
gone, I tell you, or by Heaven V’lIl— (He ad- 
vances cautiously and aims a blow at the man, 
who parries the blow and hits pepys on the head. 
pepys retreats to the doorway.) Coward to 
strike a woman! Give up the lady’s bag, you 
rogue! 

PICK-PURSE (frying to remove her ear-rings) . 
T’ll leave you the wench when I’ve plucked her. 


pepys (brandishing his stick). You shall hang 
for it, scoundrel—as sure as my name is Samuel 
»Pepys you shall hang! (He suddenly bends for- 
ward, looking out K. and, raising his hand, shouts 
lustily.) Heh! Watch! Watch! This way, 
quick! Seize the ruffian. Come on! 


The vick-pursE, without stopping to look be- 
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hind, grabs the purse and runs for his life. 

pepys swipes at him with his stick as he passes, 

shouting: 
After him! Run him down! Raise the hue and 
cry! Stop, thief, stop, thief! (Shaking his 
stick.) Ah! ruffian .. . wait till I catch thee! 
(Turns and looks at MRS. KNIGHT.) A mighty 
fine fair lady i’ faith! (Goes to her and takes her 
hand.) Madam! Madam!—in a swoon, sweet 
creature! (He goes to the water-butt and soaks 
his handkerchief.) Vf that rogue came back 
now. ... (Looking round the corner.) No, 
thank the Lord, he’s gone! (Then taking a 
handful of water, sprinkles her face, sits with his 
arm round her and dabs her forehead.) As fine 
as ever I saw! (Looking up.) Pray God my 
wife come not too soon. A beauty, faith! A 
fine-skinned lady! Madam! 


MRS. KNIGHT sighs. 
She sighs! 


MRS. KNIGHT. (Opening her eyes). Oh, sir! 
(With a sigh her head falls on his breast.) 


PEPYS (patting her). That’s better! (Look- 
_ingup.) Eyes mighty fine. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Where am I? 
Pepys. Ina safe place, madam—don’t move. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Oh! That frightful man! 
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PEPYS. Gone, madam (he looks nervously 
round), quite gone. Had he not run so fast, I 
had killed the rogue! 

She sighs. 
He has not hurt you? 

MRS. KNIGHT (disengaging herself). No, no 
. .- Twasnothurt ... only frightened. Iam 
myself again. (Turning to him.) What can I 
say ..-. how can I thank you . . . I owe you 
my life perhaps. 

PEPYS. Pooh! Tis nothing, madam, a mere 
nothing. 

MRS. ‘KNIGHT. Indeed; indeed! 

PEPYS. Tut, OES fo 6s “beauty i in ‘distress pe 
nothing, raadam, T assure you, 

MRS. KNiGHT.:-Nothing!--to save me ae a 
ruffian who would ‘have murdered BE Sa i 

pepys. Faith, I made him’ run and that’s the 
truth. (Loushing. ) Irushed at himand-he hit 
me on the skull—then as I made to crack his head 
open, he spied danger in my eye, fear prodded 
him behind and he saved his life by taking to his 
heels. 


MRS. KNIGHT. My hero! 


pepys. Faith, he did and that’s the truth .. . 
Had he stayed an instant, his corpse had lain 
there on the ground before you. 


4062! 
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MRS. KNIGHT (suddenly). My bag! (Ris- 
ing.) My bag, he hath got my bag. 


Pepys. Bag, madam. What bag? 


MRS. KNIGHT. My bag, with thirty pound in 
gold, my brooch set in pearls, my kerchief 
and— 

PEPYS (springing up). Pestilent villain—alas! 
madam, I saw it not—the frenzy of the encoun- 
ter—lI saw only blood—blow and counterblow— 
crack, crack—and blind with fury till I per- 
ceived the knave was gone. Shall I after him 
and— (Offering to go.) — ; 

MRS. KNIGHT Kguickis): se No, Nos I would not 
be left. 


PEPYS. “pth I pale kite to Lo your rood 
that’s the truth. (Coming back to: ber.) And 
may I not know to whom I ave had the fortune 
to render a trifling service?” 

“Mik. KNIGHT. ‘Tam Mistress Knight. 

PEPYS: (bowing). Madam— (then suddenly) 
—not—not Mistress Knight the singer? 

MRS. KNIGHT. ‘The same—at your service. 

Pepys. Faith, here’s a rare coincidence. 

MRS. KNIGHT. Coincidence? 

Pepys. Near two years ago I was brought to 
your lodging, to hear you sing... but you 
were away and I missed you; till but t’other day 
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I was told of you again and vowed I’d never rest 
till I had heard you. 

MRS. KNIGHT. So I have robbed you of your 
rest, sir? 

Pepys. Faith, music, I could live and die for 
—’tis the thing of the world that I love most. 


MRS. KNIGHT. But who is this music-lover to 
whom I owe my life? 


Pepys (bowing). Samuel Pepys, madam, and 
your most humble servant. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Pepys!—the Mr. Pepys? 


pepys. Why, truly it might be said so by 
some or many, and at the Navy Office... 


MRS. KNIGHT. Oh, I have heard of you, never 
fear. 

Pepys. Will you not step in, Mistress Knight? 
. . - Here is my house... . 

MRS. KNIGHT. No,no.. . I thank you. 

pepys. ‘Till you be recovered. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Nay, I must recover my maid 
who ran for help—or fright. (Laughing.) I 
know not which— 


pepys. But when shall I hear you sing? 

MRS. KNIGHT. Nay! If you cannot rest— 
pepys. J’ faith! 

MRS. KNIGHT. To-night. 
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Pepys. To-night! ... Where? 
MRS. KNIGHT. At my lodging. 
pepys. I have forgot... 


MRS. KNIGHT. I will write it for you—Plague! 
Gone with the bag! 


pepys. Write here, madam. (Taking a slip 
of paper and crayon from his pocket, he gives it 
to her.) 


She writes on the seat. 


MRS. KNIGHT. So! (Giving him paper and 
crayon.) 


PEPys (reading). “Willow House, North 
Side, Gray’s Inn Fields.” I shall be there! 
(Pockets the paper.) At what hour, ma’am? 


MRS. KNIGHT. After seven... a half-hour 
after. 


pepys. I shall be there—to the minute. 


MRS. KNIGHT (rising). So to-night my pre- 
server shall rest? 


PEPYS. In ecstasy! 

She laughs. 

And I shall bring my new song. 
MRS. KNIGHT. You write songs? 


Pepys. A few, pretty well—but this mighty 
fine. 
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MRS. KNIGHT. And I shall sing it? 

PEPys (nodding). ‘Beauty Retire.” 

MRS. KNIGHT. “Beauty Retire.” 

pepys. And I shall bring my flageolet. 

MRS. KNIGHT. You play the flageolet? (Sur- 
prised.) 

pepys. Aye, faith! Iplay ... on many in- 
struments. 

MRS. KNIGHT. Indeed! 

PEPys (taking her hand). And to-night we 
may make mighty pretty music together—you 
and I. (Kissing her hand.) 

As he does so, TWO WATCHMEN, one fat, one 
lean, and both lazy, enter r., yu1a bustling 
them behind. 
juuia. Haste! Haste! There he is! Seize 

the ruffian. 

WATCHMAN. Stand, in the King’s name! 

MRS. KNIGHT. Peace, fools, this is the gentle- 
man who rescued me. 

Pepys. Watch, I am Mr. Samuel Pepys and 
a justice of the peace. 

WATCHMAN. Aye, aye, sir, we know you. 

- pepys. A long ruffian molested this lady and 
filched her purse—that way he went .. . on, 

on, and apprehend him! 
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WATCHMAN. Aye, aye, sir! 

pepys. Run, fellows, run! 

WATCHMAN. Leave him to us, sir. 
They walk slightly faster off L. 


jJuLIA. Come, madam, I have a coach at the 
alley’s end—we walk no more to-day. Thank 
the Lord you are safe! 


MRS. KNIGHT. ‘Thank Mr. Pepys, the Lord 
helping, Julia. (Holding out her hand to Pepys.) 
A rivederci—my preserver! I shall expect you, 
half an hour— 

pepys. After seven ... assure as the clock, 
ma’am. (Kissing her hand.) 


MRS. KNIGHT. Come, Julia! 
She. goes out R., followed by yuuta. 
pepys stands watching her, wreathed in smiles. 


pepys (kissing his hand after her). A merry 
lady as ever I saw in my life! (He laughs, then 
reads.) ‘Willow House, North Side, Gray’s 
Inn Fields.” (He goes to the door, singing to 
himself.) . 
Beauty retire, thou dost my pity move; 
Believe my pity, and then trust my love. 


Disappears into the house. 


SCENE II 


Living-room in prpys’ house. <A _ triangular 
scene. Stairs leading to gallery R., under them 
passage leading to street entrance. Below them 
door to kitchen, etc. The left wall is hung 
half-way up with tapestries; in the centre of it 
a deeply embrasured Tudor window. Above 
the tapestries hang the portraits of pepys and 
his wife, by Hales. Behind the hangings are 
shelves for books, etc., and music. A long 
Cromwellian table L., with a bench on either 
side and a chair at either end. At the side of 
the stairs a settle, above this book shelves with 
a cupboard below. Door to pepys’ bedroom 
on the gallery above. 


pepys enters through the door down R. in great 
good spirits, singing to himself the last lines of 
“Beauty Retire,” and goes straight to the Win- 
dow L. 


PEPYS. 


“With new and painful arts 
Of studied warre, I break the hearts 
Of half the world, and she breaks mine.” 


Mighty fine! (Throws open the window and 
looks out.) Into her coach!—and a leg!—the 
shapeliest I ever saw—God forgive me! 
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The rumble of a departing coach heard off. He 
kisses his hand after it and closes the window. 


She shall have green stockings! (He comes 
down, then calls.) Boy! Jacke! Jacke! 


Boy (off). Here, sir! 


pepys. Fetch me the parcels hither—and my 
papers. Aye—there is no salvation for a leg save 
in green stockings . . . she shall be saved! 


Boy enters with a packet of books, and Pepys’ 
satchel of papers which he puts on the table. 


Take the books from their wrappings, boy. And 
fetch the paste and the little plates for my books. 


Boy brings paste and book-plates from cupboard. 
(pepys sits at table, taking up a bulky book.) 


A Bible for ten pounds, and worth forty. Bid 
Doll here to me with her accounts. (As the Boy 
goes out R.) Ihave called for them since Mon- 
day; enough to make a man mad! (Turning 
over small volumes.) Another play—and yet 
another! When will I make an end of plays? 
(He takes the Bible and pastes book-plate in it, 
humming “Beauty Retire” the while. 


DOLL enters R., carrying the hare and followed by 
the Boy. 


DOLL. Mass’r Pelling’s compliments and dis 
hare, an’ he say he give himself de pleasure to 
sup with you to-night! 
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pepys. He shall, and welcome. A _ hare! 
Faith, that’s mighty strange! (Rising.) Here 
with it on the table, wench. 

DOLL Jays it on the table. 


Look at that! (Taking a hare’s foot from his 
_ pocket.) For two months I have carried this 
_ hare’s foot against the colic and been in good 
plight—whether it be that, or my taking every 
morning a pill of turpentine, I know not—till 
Sunday night after supper—pain, and mighty 
rumbling within. 


DOLL. La bless you, mass’r, dat was de pork. 
. . - 1 said dere ’ud be trouble in de house over 
dat pork. 

pepys. Well, this morning comes me Mr. 
Batten in Westminster Hall, shows me his hare’s 
foot, and that mine hath no virtue since it hath 
not the joint to it. (Taking a knife from his 
pocket.) So now I'll have the hind leg of this 
fellow and eat what I please. (Cutting off the 
leg.) 

DOLL. La sakes! dat lil’ old hare some good, 


eh? 


pepys. I think I be a fool to set store by it, 
but fancy is a mighty fine physic. (Puts the 
new leg in his pocket and throws the foot to 
DOLL.) Give that one to the cat. Take your 
three-legged hare and give me your account. 
(Sitting.) 
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DOLL. Yes, yes, sartin—up to de night ob 
Sunday, mass’r. (Giving him a paper.) 

Pepys (reads at first in a murmur, then grow- 
ing louder and louder). 


A chine of beef of 16 pounds. 
A quarter of mutton. 

A barrel of oysters. 

Five capons and 36 eggs. 

A goose. 

Chine of beef of 21 pounds. 
Another of 28 pounds. 

Three barrels of oysters. 

A goose. 

A goose for roasting. 

Another goose. 

Ten small pullets and 60 eggs. 
Chine of beef of 36 pounds!!! 


(Exploding.) What a plague, woman! Have 
you eaten ninety-nine pounds of beef—and nine 
—ten—twelve dozen eggs—birds by the score 
and a bed of oysters! Monstrous! Monstrous! 


DOLL. Oh, go. way, Mass’r . . . why, you 
feedin’ all dose people every night at supper— 


PEPYS (rising and shaking the paper in her 
face). . But not feeding the army, woman—not 
victualling the fleet! Waste, monstrous waste 
and extravagance! 


pott. All dose Turners, an’ Bateliers, and 
Mass’r Gibson, an’. . . an— 


ACTI “AND SO TO BED” 23 


PEpys. Slight feeders all of ’em! 


DOLL. An’ singing men, an’...an’... 
an’>— 

PEPys. Waste, woman! Waste in kitchen and 
court and every office of the country! Zoons, 
trollop! Is the cackling of all these geese no 
warning to ‘ee? Ruin! Ruin at the gate! 
Ninety-nine pounds of beef! Enough to make a 
man mad! 


DOLL. I eat no beef—'tis dat boy dere eat 
more beef dan would make him an ox. 


PEPys. So, rascal! (Taking the poy by the 
ear.) So you are a mighty.eater of beef, are you? 


poy. But three platefuls, master . . . never 
more— 

pepys (chuckling). Ha! ha! ha! Oddzooks! 
I cannot chide thee for the beef to-day, for I 
think Creed’s cub had ten or twenty pounds of 
it in the jaw. Begone, and bid Sue fetch me here 
the six pairs of old shoes in the corner of my 
closet— 

(As the Boy runs upstairs.) 

and a wrapper to despatch them! (Then hand- 
ing the account toDOLL.) And do you set your 
face against waste—I will not have it! That’s a 
good wench. (Patting her cheek.) 


DOLL (taking up the hare). ‘An’ I cook de Ii’ 
ole hare for supper? 
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pepys. Aye, that—and perhaps a breast of 
veal roasted, with a ham of bacon to it. 


DOLL. Sartin I will. 


pepys. And I fancy, too, a loin of mutton 
fried, with that sauce of onions my wife dotes 
on—and sausages and fritters to the side. 


DOLL. Dat’s bery good, mass’r. (Going.) 


pepys. And for the fish—a barrel of oysters— 
and a salmon, or two lobsters—or both. 


THE Boy comes down the stairs followed by sux, 
a pretty girl with an armful of shoes, which 
she lays out on the settee R. 


What time went your mistress forth? 
DOLL. "Bout two hours before noon, mass’r. 


pepys. I’ faith, she cannot be back before 
dark—so supper late. I have mightily to do—in 
the King’s business before then. Boy, the old 
sack for supper and six bottles of the good bur- 
gundy. (Giving him the cellar key.) Have 
care of the key. (Calling after pot.) For the 
pastry and kickshaws what you please. But 
everything proper for an extraordinary good 
handsome supper. 


DOLL goes out R. front, the BOY R.c. 


(To suz.) Make mea stout parcel of the shoes, 
girl, for the carrier to Brampton, to my father. 
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SUE. Yes, master. (She spreads a cloth to 
wrap them.) 


PEPYS (coming over and examining some of 
the shoes.) Old—yet mighty good still—not 
much the worse for wear! He did desire me to 
send them—and yet it is a thing against my mind 
to have him wear my old things. 


SUE (tying the parcel). Shall I bid the boy 
bring them to the carrier’s house, sir? 


pepys. Aye, aye—and write me on the label 
“with care” for carriers are careless knaves, like 
all who handle other men’s property. 


SUE (tying the knot). So, sir! 
PEPys. Good girl! How old art now, Sue? 
SUE. Seventeen come midsummer, sir. 


pepys. I’ faith, a sweet age! And a mighty 
pretty sprightly jade too! (Holding up her 
chin.) ‘Those cherries be ripe that hang deli- 
ciously under that nose, Sue. 


suE. Forbidden fruit, sir— 
pepys. The sweeter for that, Sue! (He hisses 


her.) 
suE. Oh, sir! 
pepys. Wast ever kissed before, Sue? 
suE. Oh, no, sir! 
pepys. Pretty liar! Come, come, tell truth! 
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Not even in Oliver’s time could al] the Puritans 
have passed those lips fasting— 

suE. Only—once or twice, sir. 


pepys. Here then for the hundredth time— 
egad! (Kisses her again.) 


suE. Oh, sir, if my mistress come to 
know— 


Pepys. Faith, unless you tell her— 
suE. I would not do that, sir. 


pepys (slipping his arm round her). No, a 
good wench—and there is twelve-pence for you 
for being proper in your management. (Gives 
ber a shilling and is about to kiss her again.) 


SUE (quickly). Have a care, sir! 
(THE BOY enters R.C.) 


PEPys (loudly and walking across the room). 
Charge me the carrier to see it safely delivered— 
for most men are rogues, picking and stealing 
what doth not belong to them. 


SUE. Yes, sir! 


erenbirs a curtsey, she goes out R. with par- 
cel. 


PEPYS (furning). Well, sirrah? 
Boy. Mr. Pelling is without, sir, and— 
pepys. Bid him in—bid him in— Zwoonds! 
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D’ye know no better than keep my friend Pelling 
waiting? 
THE Boy runs out and returns immediately with 


PELLING, 4 mournfully merry nut-cracker of 
a man, dressed in black. 


Good morrow, Pelling. 


PELLING. I sent you a hare, Mr. Pepys, to ask 
if I might sup with you? 


pEpys. And IJ answered him you are welcome. 
PELLING. And the hare has a tale. 


PEPYS. Let it wag. 


PELLING. Little Pelham Humfreys is newly 
come from France. 


pepys. And a mighty good musician as I 
hear. . . . You'll drink a glass with me? (Call- 
ing.) Boy—Jacke! Glasses and a bottle of the 
good burgundy—a fine musician; they say the 
King hath paid for him abroad to study. (Siét- 
ting at the table.) 


PELLING. These three years. He has all the 
newest modes. He was with Lulli in Paris... 
in fine, he is coming here to meet you at my 
bidding, and at yours we may have him to sup 
and make music to-night. 


pepys. Nothing could content me better. I 
am a glutton for music, 1’ faith. 
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JACKE enters and places the burgundy and glasses 
on the table and goes out R. 


Come, this will put new blood in you. (Filling 
the glasses.) Music and wine, and but one thing 
wanting. (Drinking.) Here go my good reso- 
lutions. Is it not odd, Pelling, that a man will 
make vows at New Year, and write ’°em down 
and read ’em daily and break ’em every day of 
the year? Why is it? 
PELLING. Original sin— 


pepys. Tis damned unoriginal by now, V 
faith. What’s the news with you? 


PELLING. All the news of the town and not 
worth the telling. (Taking a large stone from 
his pocket, lays it on the table.) ‘That is new. 


Pepys (taking it up). A stone. 


PELLING. ‘Twenty-five ounces, cut from the 
belly of Alderman Bumbridge on Friday last. 


pepys. S’life! (He turns to a cupboard be- 
hind him and brings out a small leather case.) 1 
had a case made for mine—cost me twenty-five 
shillings. (Taking a small stone from the case 
lays it beside the big one.) A-mere pebble—I 
blush for it! For ten years, Pelling, I have held 
annual feast for my delivery from the stone, and 
now I am put out of countenance. (Taking up 
the big stone.) 


PELLING. But you survive it . 
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Pepys. Is he—? 

PELLING. Dead, sir. 

Pepys. Died giving birth to his tombstone. 
Rest his soul! (Pouring out wine.) What habit 
of man? 

PELLING. A mountain. The seven deadly 
sins stewed in hogshead of French claret. 

PEPYS (putting down his glass). You put fear 
in me, Pelling. Perish me, Ill drink no more. 
But ’tis a good wine. 

PELLING (sipping his). Body to it, Mr. Pepys. 

pepys. And think you wine is turned to 
stone? 

PELLING. They think so. (Sipping.) Asa 
constant dropping wears away stone, a constant 
drinking builds it up. (Drains his glass.) 

PEPYs. Pox on it!—I’ll give up wine—from 
to-morrow. (He drinks his.) 

PELLING fakes a sheet of music from his pocket. 
PELLING. And likewise this is new . . . Pel- 

ham bade me give it you. “Tis a minuet of 

Lulli’s in his own hand. 

Pepys examines it, blinking and holding it away 
from him, humming a few bars, with diffi- 
culty. 

Pepys (laying it down). I cannot well read 
the pricking of these notes. Toward evening my 
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eyes do ache terribly. (Takes from his pocket a 
pair of horn-rimmed green glasses and continues 
humming the air.) Aye, pretty well—light and 
fanciful. But I cannot hold that the French have 
better than our English tunes. 


PELLING. Tis the fashion to say so. 


Pepys (zodding). Lord, how it vexes me to 
hear how we cry up their tunes and their clothes 
and their women. Give me an English song, an 
English cloth, an English wench before all their 
fripperies. But I would my eyes did mend. ‘The 
great light hurts them—candles most—I find a 
comfort in these. (Touching his spectacles.) 
But I do live in a mighty fear of blindness. To 
be all dark . . . to lose the merry picture of life, 
not to see a play again, nor a pretty woman smile. 
. . . Slow starving to death—Lord help me! 
(Drinks his wine.) 


PELLING (tapping his glass). Moderation is 
the Lord’s help, Mr. Pepys. 


pepys. Aye. Iam greedy of life . . . allof it. 
I make vows, I fine myself to the poor—but God 
knows my devil that is within me will have his 
way. I cannot keep from a play or a pretty 
woman while I have eyes to see °em. Why are 
we made so, Pelling? 


PELLING. By too much drinking, by too good 
eating, they think. 


Pepys. Do they so. May be. Drink!—I 
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know the devil is in it—but eating? Think you 
beef may be the cause of kissing? 


PELLING (nodding). Meat, they think, to be a 
great inflamer of the passions. 


Pepys. Faith, then, Solomon’s seven hundred 
concubines were scarce enough for the beef our 
cookmaid charged me with to-day. (Laughing, 
he finishes his wine.) But no wine from to- 
morrow—for a while. (Taking his spectacles 
from his nose and polishing them with his ker- 
chief.) 

PELLING. Do these glasses save the eyes? 


pepys. A little, but they.save my mind a lot. 
(Chuckling.) 


PELLING. How mean you? 


| pepys. Faith, I'll tell you. When my wife, 

poor wretch, is jealous and questions me too close 
/I put them on so she cannot see in my eyes what 
/ my thoughts would be at. Which contents me 
.. mightily, may the Lord forgive me. 


PELLING. I thank the Lord I am a bachelor. 


pepys. Nay, she is the best wife 0’ the world 
to me. I love her dearly. The house seems hell 
when she is abroad—and a hellish sort of heaven 
when she is home, i’ faith. (He hands PELLING 
the paper given him by mrs. KNIGHT.) Do you 
remember the house that is writ there? 


(PELLING stares at it.) 
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You took me near on two years ago. 


PELLING (reading). ‘Willow House—North 
Side, Gray’s Inn Fields.” Why—'tis where Mrs. 
Knight used to lodge. 


PEPys (nodding). And we went to hear her 
sing, and she was out and so we lost our pains. 


PELLING. I remember . . . before she went 
to Italy. 


Pepys. Egad. I am to hear her sing now, 
Pelling, by her own invitation. 


PELLING. You are acquainted? (Lays the 


paper on the table before him.) 


PEPYS. Yes, faith—a chance meeting ...a 
trifling . . . service I did her . . . it happened, 
well . . . to tell you the truth I saved her life 
. . - arufan who would have robbed and mur- 
dered her. And when I had half killed and 
chased the rogue, she, sweet creature, was all 
tears, all thanks, and so—one day we are to make 
music together. ... A mighty fine fair lady 
. .. I shall take my flageolet, ’twill suit well 
with her voice. 


PELLING. You are to be envied; she sings like 
an angel—a voice that brought even the King to 
her feet. 


Pepys. ‘The King! 
PELLING. Aye, indeed. 
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Pepys. With Mrs. Knight? 


PELLING. ‘They said in those days he was 
mightily took with her. 


PEPys. A common mistress to the King, say 
you? 

PELLING. They said so... Did you not 
know it? 


PEPYS (rising). Never, as I live. 


PELLING. *I'was His Majesty, they say, sent 
her into Italy. 

Pepys (striding about, indignant). Tis 
enough to make a man mad. Is there no end to 
it? Is there no fruit he hath not fingered? Lord, 
to think the state we are in, with the King mind- 
ing nothing but his pleasures, thinking only of 
women, and hating the very sight or thought of 
business! And the Queen, poor soul, neglected 
. . . slighted in the face of all England. It 
makesme mad. (He puts his stone in its case and 
thrusts it into the cupboard.) 


(THE BOY enters R.C.) 
Well, rogue, speak. What is it? 
Boy. If you please, sir, Mr. Pelham Humfrey 
and Mr. Czsar to wait on you. 
Pepys. Bid them in, bid them in! 
(THE BOY goes out.) 
PELLING rises, lays the music sheet which he has 
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been looking at on the card and pockets the 
big stone. 
PELLING. And now we shall have some music? 
Pepys. And now I am not in the mood for it. 
THE BOY shows in PELHAM HUMEREY, a hand- 
some dapper youth, somewhat over-dressed in 
French fashion, and carrying a theorbo in a 
bag of green silk, followed by MR. WILLIAM 
c&sAR, a middle-aged man, soberly dressed, 
who carries a lute. 


PELLING. You come in good time, Mr. Hum- 
frey. Let me present you to Mr. Pepys. 


HUMEREY. Mr. Pepys, vétre serviteur. (With 
an exaggerated bow.) Iam charmed to make 
your acquaintance. 


PEPys. Your servant, Mr. Humfrey. Friend 
Czsar, how do ye? 


czsar. Faith, I don’t complain, Mr. Pepys. 


PELLING. Mr. Pepys is musician to his soul, 
plays, sings, composes .. . 


HUMFREY. Oh, I have heard ...I have 
heard... 


PEPys. Boy, more burgundy and glasses. 
HUMEFREY. Pray not for me! 
PEPYS. You drink no wine? 


_ HUMFREY. I drink no wine but champagne. 
(With the French pronunciation.) 
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pepys. Egad, we have none o’ that for I never 
heard of it. A glass of ale for Mr. Cxsar ... I 
know his taste. 


(THE BOY goes out.) 


HUMFREY. Never heard of champagne... 
ca me fait rire ... (Witha high laugh.) Oh, 
la, la! In Paris we drank nothing else . . . the 
only drink for a gentleman. 


Pepys. You were a pretty little choir-boy of 
Captain Cook’s when I last saw you, Mr. Hum- 
frey—you have grown. 


HUMFREY. Ma foi! Yes... six years ago 
. . « Lhave learned a lot since then. 


PELLING. Give usa taste of your learning then 
. will you play this minuet of Lulli? (Point- 
ing to the music on the table.) 


HUMEREY (glancing at it). That? Ah bas! 
non... that is vieux jeu already. (Producing 
a theorbo and roll of music from the green bag.) 
I will give you a little thing of Lulli . . . le der- 
nier cri, a minuet chanté written for the next 
play of M. Moliére, “Le Bourgeois Gentil- 
homme.” ‘The accompaniment is for theorbo, 
lute and flageolet. N’est-ce pas, M. Pepys, you 
play the flageolet? M. Cesar ma dit... (He 
hands a part to pepys, another to czsar, who has 
just received his tankard of ale from the Boy.) 


pepys. Ido my best. (He takes his flageolet 
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from the cupboard t.) A better drink than 
champagne, I wager, eh, Mr. Cesar? 
CESAR goes on drinking. 
c#saR (setting down his tankard). Best in the 
world, sir. 
HUMEREY (seating himself at the head of the 
table). Come, we are ready. 
pepys bridles a little, then sits beside him above 
the table. 


Non, non, pasla . . . over there, the lute beside 
me. 


PEPYS moves down. C#SAR takes his place with 
his lute. 


And remember, Monsieur le Flageolet, piano, 
piano, presque pianissimo. ...1 shall throw 
something at you if you drown the voice. 


pepys rears slightly, but controls himself, lays his 
music before him and puts on his green glasses. 
PELLING Sits at end of table x. 


Attention! (Rapping the table, then a single 
rap and they start the accompaniment. HWUM- 
FREY sings. When the song is over.) What 
think you of that, Mr. Pepys. 


PEPys. A mighty sweet air. 
PELLING. Springinit... 


Pepys. But your Lulli uses harmonies of Italy. 
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C#SAR. You're in the right, sir. 

HUMFREY. Ah non, pardie! Quelle bétise 
. . . he had a father from Italy, c’est vrai, but it 
_ is French music, the best in the world. 
THE BOY enfers R.C. 


Boy. Sir, Mrs. Pierce and Mrs. Knepp are 
asking for you. 

Pepys. Bid them enter . .. and mighty glad 
they’ve come. (Rising.) Faith, here’s a lady to 
sing you an English song will make you change 
your tune, Mossoo Humfrey. 

HUMFREY (laughing). For a lady I will 
change anything, pardie! 

THE BOY shows in MRS. PIERCE, a handsome 
woman, very painted, and MRS. KNEPP, 4 
saucily attractive young woman. 

PEPYS. Welcome, my dears, my wife’s from 
home, but I’m heartily glad to see you. (Shaking 
hands with prerce, then with KNEPP, who kisses 
him, and he her.) 

MRS. PIERCE. Brute! What have I done? 

MRS. KNEPP. Missed the tide, i’faith. 

MRS. PIERCE holds out her cheek. He kisses it 
reluctantly. 
pepys (softly). I feared to disturb the blush. 
MRS. PIERCE (pushing him). Monster, I hate 

you! 
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Pepys (taking one on each arm). Ladies, let 
me present Mr. Pelham Humfrey, so fresh from 
Paris he can scarce speak English. 


HUMFREY. Mesdames.. . serviteur, servi- 
teur. (Alow bow to each.) 


The LavIEs curtsey. 


MRS. KNEPP. Ave, Cesar! (Playfully pene 
CSAR’s ear.) Whisper in your ear: Ishe .. . 


(She whispers.) 
He laughs and shakes his head. 


MRS. PIERCE. Pray, Mr. Humfrey, do the 
ladies wear paniers in Paris? 


HUMEREY. Mon dieu, madame, the panier is as 
démodé as the fig leaf—-the maids who had them 
from their mistresses three years ago have cut 
them into sacques a twelvemonth since. 


Pepys. There is nothing good in England that 
hath not come from Paris and been so long on 
the way that it stinks of antiquity. Perish me! 
‘let’s have one of our rotten English airs—Bab, 
sing us “Barbary Allen.” 


HUMEFREY. But that is not English, M. Pepys 
. it is Scotch! 


(Pepys stares at him, annoyed. MRS. KNEPP 
laughs.) 


Let me have a song vrai English. You sing, M. 
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Pepys, you compose—sing me a song of your 
own, and IJ accept the challenge. 
MRS. KNEPP. Yes, Sam, sing “Beauty Retire.” 
PELLING. Aye, faith, “Beauty Retire”’! 
HUMFREY. Allons! “Beauty Retire.” 
PEPys. You challenged me, I may choose my 
weapon. (Going to cupboard.) I will sing 
“Gaze not on Swans.” (He takes out the parts, 
handing one to C#SAR, another to HUMFREY.) 
HUMEFREY. Eb bien, “Gaze not on Swans”; 
cest la méme chose, and very good advice to 
young Ledas— 
pepys (clears his throat)... Are we ready? 
They begin the accompaniment, he sings, stand- 
ing. During the first verse HUMFREY beats 
time impatiently with his foot, trying to 
quicken it. In the second he becomes more 
impatient and calls out ‘Too slow, too slow!” 
Pepys controls his annoyance and finishes the 
song. 
HUMFREY. Charming; but, mon dieu! why 
make it a dirge? ‘Too slow, Mr. Pepys, too slow! 
PEPYS. Too slow! But these are swans, sir! 
HUMEREY. N’importe ... but your tempo 
is wrong; it should be ta-ta-ta-tum, ta-ta-ta-ta. 
(He hums the tune quickly.) 
PEPYS. Those are geese, sir, silly damned wad- 
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dling geese. And, egad, you seem to have spent 
a deal of your time in their company. (He sits.) 


MRS. KNEPP (patting his hand). Never mind 
him, Peepsey, it was mighty fine. 


HUMEREY. ‘The English music—O mon Dieu! 
It is made of beer, pudding, fogs—one is buried 
under it. But the French is alive, it sparkles— 
like champagne—like the ladies of France. 


MRS. KNEPP. Oh, I vow you are a toad! 
(Jumping up.) AmImade of beer and pudding 
and fogs... 


HUMEFREY (jumps up). Mais non, madame, 
never, mais non—you are the exception that 
proves the rule. (Bowing to her.) 


MRS. PIERCE. Wretch! Do you say that to 
my face? (Rising.) 

HUMEREY (turning). My back was to your 
face, madame, or I could never have said it... 
you ... you are the rule that proves the ex- 
ception. (Bowing.) 

MRS, PIERCE (curtseying, all smiles). Oh, sir, 
you overwhelm me. But indeed, Mr. Humfrey, 
there are some ladies I know—I name no names 
—who might learn from the French. 


HUMEREY (laughing). Je crois bien, madame, 
we have seen them in hundreds. 


MRS. PIERCE. Oh, in thousands, have we not? 
(Laughing.) 
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Pepys. Aye, faith, learn to pinch their feet, 
distort their bodies, paint their faces, multiply 
their hair and grimace with all the affectations 
of an ape at a Christmas show. The English 
woman is as God made her, egad, and beautiful, 
and better than all your flimsy foreign imita- 
tions that come to pieces in your hand. 


HUMEREY (laughing). Mais c’est un drole ce 
Pepys! 


The soy hurries in R.c. 
BoY. ‘The mistress is home, sir. 
As pepys turns to meet her, MRS. PEPYS sweeps 


in, cloaked and hooded and followed by her 
maid LETTICE carrying parcels and other 
wraps. MRS. PEPYS, who speaks with traces 
of a French accent, is a beautiful young 
woman of twenty-nine and dressed with taste 
and richness. 


MRS. PEPYS. Lord! we have company, so it 
seems ... 


pepys. I’ faith, for a little music. 


Mrs. PEPYS. And Mrs. Pierce and Mrs. Knepp, 
too . . . I am honoured in my absence. Good 
morrow to you, Pelling. 


MRS. PIERCE. We heard the playing, Mrs. 
Pepys, as we came by, so could not forbear ask- 
ing how you did. 
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MRS. PEPys. And wept, I dare swear, to find 
meaway. (Ihrowing her hood and cloak to the 
MAID.) 


pepys. My treasure, let me present Mr. Pel- 
ham Humfrey ... my wife, sir, an English 
beauty. 


HUMEREY (who has been eyeing her with sat- 
isfaction). J’en suis ravi, madame, de faire votre 
connaissance. (With a very low bow as she 
curtseys.) Pardon, 1 should have expressed my 
admiration in English. (Kissing her hand.) 


mrs. PEPYS (delighted). Ob! ‘mais je com- 
brend parfaitement, monsieur! 


HUMEREY. Mais quel accent! (Turning to 
pEpys.) M. Pepys, I am vanquished—I ran a 
French rapier through your music, but you give 
say the coup de grace with the beauty of your 
wife. 


MRS. PEPYS. You have studied flattery in 
Paris, sir. 


HUMFREY. And yet—how is it madame 
speaks French like a Parisian, and in her English, 
too, a je ne sais quoi? 


Mrs. PEPys. My father is French. 
HUMFREY. Ahha! (Triumphantly.) 


MRS. PEPys. From my fourth year until just 
before I married, I lived in France. 
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HUMFREY. I knew it! Madame is French! 
(He laughs.) And Mr. Pepys is wrong again as 
usual. 

PEPYS. Sir, my wife is English by birth, 
speech, marriage and inclination—her father was 
an accident. 


HUMEREY (laughing). A father is always an 
accident!—and sometimes a catastrophe. You 
are vraie Parisienne, madame . . . I knew it the 
moment Isaw you... I felt it here. (Laying 


his hand on his heart.) 


PEPys (£0 MRS. KNEPP). Lord! I could 
drown this puppy! 


MRS. KNEPP. Filthy creature! Faugh! 


HUMFREY (looking at his watch). Six o’clock, 
mon Dieu! At half-past I am due at Whitehall. 
... Jen suis désolé, madame... but His 
Majesty insists I sing him the Bergerette of Lulli 
. . . allons, Czsar! . . . poor man, he will die 
if I come not, the music he hears is Horrible! 
(Kissing her hand.) Au revoir, chére madame. 

MRS. PEPYS. But I have not heard you sing— 
shall I not die? Pray, Mr. Humfrey, sup with 
us to-night and sing after. I dote on music, and 
Mr. Pepys loves it more than life, wife, or-—who 
is it now, Samuel? 


He frowns. 
HUMEREY. Enchanté, madame. 
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PEPYS. ‘To-night does not suit me, i’ faith. 

. I shall be late to-night . . . much business 

at the office—for the launching of a new ship, 
aye, and other matters. 


Mrs. PEPYS. Pish! then wecan sup late. (To 
HUMEFREY.) Come at nine, and if Mr. Pepys be 
late you can talk French to me till he come. 


HUMEREY. Enchanté. (Kissing her hand.) 
A neuf heures alors. (Bowing to the others.) 
M. Pepys... monsieur, mesdames! Allons 
Cesar! The King is waiting for me. (Hes goes 

out, followed by cx#sar.) 


MR. PEPYS glares furiously at his wife till HuM- 
FREY is gone. 


PEPYS (crossing c., controlling his rage). Sup- 
per at nine, egad! Mighty pleasant, ha, ha! 
Then Mrs. Pierce and Mrs. Knepp shall sup with 
us too, Pelling is already bidden and hath be- 
stowed a hare. The frog’s music shall not have 
all his own way, and we'll make a merry night 
of it. What say you, ladies? 


MRS. PEPYS glares at him. 
MRS. KNEPP. Yes—quick! 


MRS. PIERCE (rising). Enchanted—if Mrs. 
Pepys will not be tired. 


MRS. PEPYS (forcing a smile). Oh, no! Iam 
not easily tired. But Mrs. Knepp will be at the 
Playhouse? 
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MRS. KNEPP. I don’t play; ’tis that silly piece 
“Hamlet.” 


MRS. PIERCE. Well, let’s away. Mr. Pelling, 
will you squire us to our lodgings? ‘Till nine, 
Mrs. Pepys. (Curtseying.) 


MRS. KNEPP. Tillnine. (Curtseys.) 
MRS. PEPYS. Yes, nine. (Curtseys.) 


MRS. PIERCE goes out with PEPYS. MRS. KNEPP 
follows with petuinc. A loud laugh from 
MRS. PIERCE. 

MRS. PEPYS. Hussies. (She flings herself into 
the chair x. of table and sits tapping her foot.) 

PEPYS returns. 


Pepys. Lord! What a pickle you put me in 
asking that fellow— 

MRS. PEPYS. Fellow! 

Pepys. An English pup, French polished .. . 
jabbering and aping with his silly vanity till I 
nearly spewed. | 


Mrs. PEPys. Ouf! Filthy! He did not talk 
foul like that. 


pepys. No; he hasn’t the sense to know his 
own language. 


MRS. PEPYS. He knows his manners. 


PEPYs. Coxcomb manners, rude, lewd, saucy 
manners, and you like ’em! 
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MRS. PEPYS. I confess I found him mighty 
pleasant. 


pepys. No doubt, ma’am, no doubt. His 
leering at you— 


MRS. PEPYS. He didn’t leer at me. 


pEpys. Zoons, woman, I saw him do it—like 
that. (He sticks his face at her with his eyes 
starting out of his head.) 


She bursts out laughing. 


MRS. PEPYS. Had he made faces like that I 
should have died o’ laughing—ha! ha! ha! 


pepys. Ha! ha! ha! mighty funny, by the 
Lord, mighty funny with your husband looking 
on, woman. 


MRS. PEPYS. "Tis very vulgar to call your wife 
woman. 


PEPYs. You were woman to him, I warrant 
. . . kissing your hand, and squeezing it too, 
Til be sworn— 


MRS. PEPYS (Springingup). *Tisa lie! 

PEPys. Pressing it and mumbling it with his 
lips— 

MRS. PEPYS. “Tis your own wicked mind 
makes you think thus. He treated me with per- 
fect respect, and ’tis a pleasant change to be with 


a man who talks civil. Besides, I asked him for 
your sake. 
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Pepys. For my sake! 


MRS. PEPYS. Because he sings and plays, and 
you are mad for music. 


Pepys. For my sake! A jackanapes, who 
laughed in my face when I sang, mocked our 
music, and allows no one to know anything but 
himself—and then, forsooth, you ask him to sup 
with us. 


MRS. PEPYS. And you ask the Pierce woman 
and the Knepp woman to sup, and you know I 
can’t abide them. 


PEPYs. ”I'was to even you for the Frenchman 
—and ’tis very vulgar to call people woman. 


MRS. PEPYS. INo—not when the women are 
vulgar people! And you vowed to me, and gave 
it me under your hand, you would never see 
em again while you lived. 


pepys. AndI kept my vow. Lord, woman, is 
it my fault they came when you were out to 
ask how you did? 


mrs. PEPys. Ask how I did! Ha! ha! ... 
much they care. Did they ever come while I 
was home? No, not in six months and more. 
I begin to think I can’t trust you out of my sight. 
And all this business at the office, taking you 
abroad by night . . . humph! 


PEPYS. ‘The King’s business is done by night 
as well as by day. 
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MRS. PEPYS. Faith, I don’t doubt that. What 
is this business to-night? 


Pepys. I told you .. . for the launching of 
a new ship. 


MRS. PEPYS. They don’t launch ships by 
night. 


Pepys. No—nor they don’t launch ships in 
the office neither. But I must be there for prep- 
arations ... tallies to see to—for guns... 
masts ,. > sails... . muster-roll . . . and a 
hundred things, that not a day be lost in her 
commissioning. 


MRS. PEPYS (unimpressed). What is the name 
of the ship? 


Pepys. The Great Beare. 
mrs. PEPYS. Well, I'll believe you this time. 
PEPYs. Tis might good of you! 


MRS. PEPYS. But if ever I find that The Great 
Beare sails in petticoats and a silken bodice— 
Yl scratch her eyes out. 


Pepys cannot help laughing. 


PEPYS. Egad, you may, and welcome! (Put- 
ting his arms round her.) Come, wife, don’t be 
vexed . . . let’s be friends and give up fighting. 


MRS. PEPYS. Well, but who began it? 
pepys. No, no, let’s not talk of who began 
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it, or we'll begin again. I began it, but you 
provoked me to it. 

MRS. PEPYS. Oh, but it was you who— 

PEPys. Yes, yes... (kissing her) it was I 
who angered you to provoke me to begin it, and 
so on back to the first beginning, which was 
when we fell from grace and got married. 
(Kissing her.) So we're friends. 

mrs. PEPys. And you don’t prefer that slut 
Knepp to me? 

Pepys. I don’t care if I never see the jade 
again, and I won’t if I can help it. 


She kisses him. 


MRS. PEPYS. There! And I may have that 
green taffety gown with silver lacing, above my 
allowance? ... 

PEPYS draws away annoyed. 
You said I might— 

pepys. No such thing. I said I might give 
VOU. s 

mrs. Pepys. Aye, faith! ’Tis little enough 
your kisses are worth... 

Pepys. Well, well . .. yes, yes, you shall 
have it. I did mean you should have it, but 
not yet. 


MRS. PEPYS. Then we’re friends. (She kisses 
him and runs to the foot of the stairs.) And 1 
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may have one of the new lace scarves to wear 
with it? 

Pepys. No, no! 

MRS. PEPYS. Yes! Yes! 

Pepys. Faith, no! Gad, would you ruin me? 

MRS. PEPYS. Oh, please say yes? 

PEPys. Well, some day—I’ll think about it. 


mrs. PEPYS (she blows him a kiss, runs up- 
stairs, then turns at the top). Well, promise me 
you'll never look that odious Pierce woman in 
the face again after to-night. 


Pepys. I swear it! Egad, no one will ever 
look her in the face again without she strips two 
coats of paint off. 


MRS. PEPYS runs laughing to the door of her 
room, then leaning over the gallery. 


MRS. PEPYS. And when do you take me to 
Unthankes for the gown? 


PEPYs. Soon. 
MRS. PEPYS. ‘To-morrow? 


Pepys. Lord! Yes ... to-morrow ... to- 
morrow. 


She blows him a kiss and goes into her room. He 
heaves a great sigh of relief. 


Peace is mighty pleasant . . . at any price. (He 
looks at his watch.) Seven... in half an hour 
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I must be going. (Singing to himself “Beauty 
Retire,” he goes to the cupboard w. and begins 
looking through sheets of music, then stops and 
calls.) Jacke! Boy! Jacke! (He resumes his 
search, finally selects a sheet, finishes the phrase 
looking at it, folds it and puts it in his pocket.) 


(JACKE enters R.C.) 
Come hither, Jacke. 
(The Boy comes down.) 


Fetch my satchel and wait for me by the door. 
...I1 am going to the office... you shall 
carry it there. When I am in, you need not 
wait; come home. And if any should ask you 
where I be, you will know... at the Navy 
Office . . . so you can speak the truth. And 
. . - here is twelvepence for you, and a good 
lad. (He gives him twelve pennies, pats him on 


the back.) 
The Boy exits R.c. 


pepys looks round for his flageolet, sees it on the 
table, puts it in his pocket. 


LETTICE enters R. and is going upstairs. He goes 
towards her. 


Come here to me, girl. 
LETTICE. What be your pleasure, zur? 


Pepys: Faith, some of it, looking at you, 
Lettice. 
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LETTICE (giggling and wriggling). Oh, zur! 
PEPYS (singing softly). 
“The prettiest gurl that e’er I saw-aw-aw 
Was zucking zyder thro’ a straw-aw-aw.” 
LETTICE (wriggling). Oh, do ’ee leave me 
alone, maister. 


pepys. The devil of it is, I can’t, Lettice. 
(Putting his arm round her, which she eludes by 
crossing L.) Have you done your singing exer- 
cise to-day? 

LETTICE. No, zur. 

pepys (shaking his finger). Bad girl. Did I 
not make you promise never to miss a single 
day? 

LETTICE. Oh, zur, how could I to-day? 
Zeeing I be all day in the coach . . . an’ bevore 
I go all the linen to count. 


Pepys. Well, don’t forget °em before you go 
to bed. 


LETTICE. No, maister. 


Pepys. For your voice is soft as cream, and 
if you practise you will sing like a bird. (Lifting 
her chin.) Do you know that? 


LETTICE. Ee do zay zo. 


Pepys. And ’tis true. Come, let me hear it. 
(Singing.) | Do—re—mi—fa—so—la—si—do. 
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LETTICE (singing). Do—re—mi—fa—so— 
la—si—do. 
PEPYS. Mighty pretty! But breathe deeply 

. . . fill that lovely breast. And keep the lips 

apart ... for egad, when you keep ’em to- 

gether I can’t resist em. (He bends forward 
and kisses her on the lips.) 

A second earlier mrs. PEPYS, in petticoats and 
dressing-jacket, has come from their room and 
sees it from the gallery. 

MRS. PEPYS (with a cry of fury). Jemini! 

Pepys hears her, and without turning whips his 
flageolet out of his pocket, saying: 

Pepys. Now sing this note—head up—chest 
full—mouth well open. 

He blows along note. The airr, pulled together 
by his firmness, sings the note loud and long, 
and by the time mrs. PEPYs arrives at the foot 
of the stairs the cirv is still holding the note, 
and pepys, with the flageolet to his lips, bent 
forward, staring down her throat. 

MRS. PEPYS. Samuel! 
Pepys (without moving). Yes, my love— 
tongue well down . . . that’s better! 
(The ciru finishes the note.) 

Much better . . . mighty good this time. 

MRS. PEPYS. Samuel! What are you doing? 
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Pepys (without turning). Teaching a lesson 
to the girl, my dear. Forget not what I showed 
you, and do the exercise six times before bed. 
Run along now, that’s a good girl. 


The cir drops a curtsey and hurries out R. 


MRS. PEPYS séares at her, speechless, as she goes by, 
and, putting on his green glasses, PEPYS turns 
to his wife. 


MRS. PEPYS. You were kissing her! 
Pepys. Kissing her! Are you mad? 

MRS. PEPYS. I saw you. 

pepys. Egad, you must be, if you saw that. 


MRS. PEPYS. Serpent! Did I not see you kiss 
her with my own eyes from up there? 


pEepys. No, viper, you did not! 


MRS. PEPys. I saw you bent forward with 
your head close up against hers and you kissed 


her. 


PEPYS. You saw me bent forward with my 
head close up against hers, and I looking into her 
mouth and down her throat to make sure she 
kept her tongue in place and governed her voice 
according to the proper methods of instructing 
pupils in the art of song. 


MRS. PEPYS. Monstrous impudence! .. . 
Am I not to believe my own eyes? 
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_PEPys. Your eyes deceived you, basely, and 
lied with the same effrontery as your tongue. 

mrs. PEPys (szullenly). I know you were 
kissing her. 

pepys. And I know I was teaching her to 
sing proper. 

MRS. PEPYS. Very like indeed! ... As if I 
hadn’t seen you looking at her before now. 


pepys. Lord! ’Tis enough to make one mad! 
(Lays the flageolet on the table.) May a man 
not look at the maids in his own house, ma’am? 


MRS. PEPYS. With that eye... with that 
rogue’s eye— 

PEPYs. Or would you like to keep me blind- 
fold at home, and lead me about, and feed me 
with a spoon forsooth. 


MRS. PEPYS. ‘That eye—that I have watched 
these five years, with Mrs. Daniel, and Betty 
Turner, and Pierce and Knepp, and Jane and 
Deb Willett and— 

pEepys. And—and every woman in London 
and the country round, who ever came within 
five feet of me. S'life! If ’tis the ancient his- 
tory lecture again, I know it by heart! | 


Mrs. PEPYS. Heart! Aye, a rotten heart with 
holes made in it by women, till it’s no better 
than a sieve. 
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pepys. And your mind’s a warren, woman, 
with jealousy and imagination breeding like rab- 
bits and trying to father all the progeny on me. 
(He looks at his watch.) But I disown the 
bastards . . . you can nurse ’em yourself ... 
I’ve got other work to do. (He crosses quickly 
to the foot of the stairs.) 


MRS. PEPYS. Why do you look at your watch? 
Pepys. Because... 


MRS. PEPYS. Because—(she bursts into aloud 
laugh) —you’re afraid you may miss the ship 

. she may miss the tide ... she may be 
launched without you . . . she may be gone! 
Ha! ha! ha! Ha! ha! 


(He sticks his fingers to his ears and goes up the 
stairs.) 


There shall be no more pretty maids! ... I'll 
look out a new set . . . they shall be thin... 
and toothless . . . and squint .. . and pock- 
marked from head to foot if I can find ’em! 


He goes into their room, banging the door. 


She becomes quieter at once, sits in the chair at 
the end of the table drumming her fingers on 
it and thinking what to do. She picks up the 
sheet of music before her, glances at it, and 
throws it aside, then suddenly her attention is 
caught by the written paper which lay under 
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it. She stares at it a moment, then picks it up 
and reads. 


“Willow House ... North Side... Gray’s 
Inn Fields.” (She looks up with a puzzled ex- 
pression, then folds the paper and puts it in her 
dress. A moment later she goes quickly towards 
the door x., where LETTICE went out, then stops, 
changes her mind, goes up to the back and calls 
softly.) Jacke! Jacke! 
(The Boy comes on.) 

(She takes him by the arm.) Listen to me, 
Jacke. You’re a good boy, aren’t you? 

BOY. Yes, mistress. 

MRS. PEPys. And yow’re truthful? 

Boy. Yes, mistress. 


MRS. PEPYS. And you’ve got to do something 
for me. 


BOY. Yes, mistress. 


MRS. PEPYS. When you go out with the mas- 
ter—do you know where Mrs. Pierce lodges? 


Boy. Yes, mistress. 
Mrs. PEPys. And Mrs. Knepp? 
BOY. Yes, mistress. 


Mrs. PEPYS. Well, when you go out with the 
master, come straight back and tell me where he 
is. 
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BOY. Yes, mistress. 


mrs. Pepys. And (she feels in a pocket which 
hangs from her waist-band) here is twelvepence 
for you, and a good boy. (She gives him the 
coin and pats him on the head.) 


(He turns to go.) 


Wait ...do you know who lodges at... 
Willow House... North Side . . . Gray’s 
Inn Fields? 


Boy (scratches his head, then shakes it slowly) . 
I’ve never been there! 


MRS. PEPYS (softly, as PEPYS enters above). 
Get along. 
(Exit JACKE.) 


PEPYs comes down the stairs. He has changed 
the upper half of his attire for a flowered 
tabby vest and coloured camelot tunique with 
gold lace at the cuffs. He wears a new black 
hat at the back of his head. mrs. PEPYS 
watches him come down with a bitter smile.) 


Oh ho! we are very fine to-night, 7 faith... 
our new flowered tabby vest put on... and 
our coloured coat as well, mighty fine forsooth! 


PEPYS goes past her with his mouth tightly shut, 
and going to the table, begins searching among 
the sheets of music, lifting each in turn. 


And our best black hat . . . and worn in the 
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Monmouth cock too! ...I vow and swear, 
Mr. Pepys, you look a picture . . . you should 
be painted so, faith, you should. 


PEPYS not finding what he seeks, looks on the 
floor. 


What are you seeking for? Eh? ... Do you 
hear me. . . . What? What is it? What have 


you lost? 
He goes to the cupboard and looks there. 


And pray what is the meaning of all this finery? 
Shall I tell you? ’Tis in honour of the ship .. . 
aye, that’s it, for a ship’s a she; and we’re mighty 
gallant; so we put on all our best clothes to go 
to the office by night . . . out of compliment 
to The Great Beare! (She laughs hysterically.) 


pepys returns to the table, gathers up the music 
and puts it in the cupboard. 


But if I were you I should have worn my black 
. . . you keep your dignity in black . . . your 
coloured coat and vest make you look ridiculous 
. . . it’s hideous, monstrous! Do you know 
what you look like... Til tell you... likea 
great swelling turkey cock two weeks before 
Christmas... . Yes! Just—just before it gets 
its throat cut! 


pepys has returned to the table, picks up the 
flageolet and puts it in his pocket. 


So, you take that with you! Why? Do you 
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play tunes in the office, eh? Why don’t you 
answer me? ... Can’t you hear me talking? 
. . . Why don’t you answer? 


Pepys, who has gone up to the back, gives a 
sharp whistle, then picks up his satchel and 
stick from the window seat. 


Answer... answer... answer... speak, 
answer me, I say! 


The Boy comes on. PvEPys gives him the satchel, 
points to the door with his stick. The Boy 
goes and, with a look around the room, PEPYS 
follows. 


You won’t answer... I'll tell you why... 
you’re so full of lies that they’d choke you if you 
opened your mouth. Going to the office... 
liar! Launching a ship... liar! liar! But 
wait, wait... I'll be even with you... you 
wait, you blackhearted villain . . . Pll sink your 
Great Beare! 


The door bangs. 


Dog! (For a moment she stands silent, panting, 
then runs down calling.) Lettice! Lettice! 
Lettice! (Through the doorr. front.) Lettice! 
I’m going out! 


She runs up the stairs, followed a moment later 
by LETTICE. 


Quick! I’m going out! ... My new gown 
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. my gold shoes... my cloak... my 
hood . . . I’m going out . . . I’m going out. 


She goes into her room, banging the door in 
LETTICE’S face. 


CURTAIN. 


ACT II 


ACT II 
SCENE 


MRS. KNIGHT’S lodging in Gray’s Inn Fields. 
High curtained windows at the back. En- 

. .trance from the ante-room, half-way down on 
the right and facing the audience. Entrance 
to the bedroom, similarly half-way down on 
the left and facing the audience. The room is 
luxuriously furnished. A harpsichord u.c., a 
music-stand, and other musical instruments. 
Against the wall x., just above the angle of 
the door, an Italian table with a mirror above 
it and pots of cosmetics, etc., on it. A couch, 
chairs, etc., and below the harpsichord a large 
Italian Renaissance marriage chest. A few 
paintings on the walls, also a small painting of 
Charles II above the mantelpiece R. 


MRS. KNIGHT’s voice is heard singing before the 
curtain rises, when she is discovered seated 
at the harpsichord, strumming and singing 
snatches of song. yuuia is standing behind her 
dressing her hair. 
juuia. You are too reckless, madam, and I 

say it again—treading mean streets and filthy 

lanes and crooked sph without ever a man 
6 
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... and it isn’t the first time I’ve said it, 
and— 


MRS. KNIGHT. And it won’t be the last, Julia. 
(She sings a few bars of another song, then looks 
for another.) 


jutia. No, it wouldn’t surprise me to hear 
you’d had your head hacked off and the other 
half plumped in the Thames like the Chandler’s 
daughter at Wapping . . . that’s what I say. 
Shall I pin these curls higher? 


MRS. KNIGHT. Oh, leave ’em as they are. 


juuia. No, or beaten to death and thrown 
on a dungheap, with every bone broken, like 
the pious lady at Islington . .. no, indeed! 

. . or the poor washerwoman of Woolwich, 
carved in fine slices and laid in her own tub. 


MRS. KNIGHT. O gad, I cannot endure this 
meaty conversation. . . . Be quiet, child, or I'll 
marry you to a butcher next Tuesday, and you 
shall watch him carve joints and break bones for 
the rest of your life. Where do you get this 
thirst for blood? 


yuiia. A body must have something lively to 
talk of. 


MRS. KNIGHT. ‘Then talk of men, not of 
mangled meat. (She sings several bars of another 
song.) 
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jyuuia. I doubt not your head’s agog with 
this Pepys person. 


.MRS. KNIGHT. Person; You jade... 
where should I be but for Mr. Pepys... in 
your Thames or your washerwoman’s tub maybe. 


guia. Oh! It fair makes me go goosey all 
over! (With a final touch to MRS. KNIGHT’S 
hair.) ‘There, that’s an elegant head. But faith, 
he had a gamesome eye . . . a rogue with the 
women, if ever I saw one! 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). What I dote on in 
a man is courage... to think of him near 
beating the life out of that great hulking villain, 
crimine! 


yuia. Aye, I would I had seen that! 


MRS. KNIGHT. Faith, so would I... but I 
swooned, till I found myself in my saviour’s 
arms. (Rising.) O gad! I swear I am as great 
a beast for blood as you, Julia, for I think to 
be by and see men fight for one is near the best 
thing in the world. (Az mirror over table Rr.) 


yuma. Aye, madam, very near it. 


MRS. KNIGHT. O Lard! What a face for a 
welcome! ... gaunt and chalky, like Dover 
cliff on a wet morning. . . . I vow J must red- 
den a trifle. 


juts. The least touch, madam... pale 
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and languid is more becoming you . . . it gives 
you that dying look. 

MRS. KNIGHT. Pish, child! 


yuia. But sure you ain’t serious on this Mr. 
Pepys— 


MRS. KNIGHT. Save me from ever being 
serious. 


juLtia. What is he? 

MRS. KNIGHT. -Mighty civil and pleasant. 
yutia. And what could he give you?... 
MRS. KNIGHT. He gave me all Ihave... I 


shouldn’t be here if he hadn’t been there. 


jutia. I wouldn’t throw myself away if my 
Lord Codbury was dying for me. 


MRS. KNIGHT. He’s too old to do anything 
but die for me. 


yuia. He’s rich. 


MRS. KNIGHT. He’s eighty. Filthy fellow 
... [had my fill of ruins in Rome— 


jyutia. And young Sir Hercules Wrot- 
ford— 


MRS. KNIGHT. Smells all horses and tobacco. 
. . . Foh! 


yuuia. Troth, and who knows what day old 
Rowley mayn’t be here again. 
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MRS. KNIGHT (throwing down the hare’s 
foot). Don’t speak of him, girl! (Going down 
R. in front of fireplace.) ”Tis finished. . . . We 


shan’t see him again, save in a side box. 


yuuia (nodding sagely). 1 put my shift on 
wrong side out this morning. 


MRS. KNIGHT Sits R. 


MRS. KNIGHT. The Castlemaine and that slut 
Nelly have got him, each an ear. . . pull devil, 
pull baker, and God Save the King. Draw the 
curtains, child. 


juLia (drawing them). Many a hare has 
bolted between two hounds. 


MRS. KNIGHT. ‘They can keep him, the whole 
pack of them. I’m not minded to be harem- 
hanger-on to anyone. 


(Knocking heard on the door below.) 


If that be Mr. Pepys, bring him up . . . if not, 

I am ill or out, whatever lie comes first. Run, 

girl. : 

yuuia hurries out, closing the ‘door. mrs. 
KNIGHT goes to the mirror, humming to her- 
self, twists a curl on her front, then looks 
round the room; decides on the harpsichord, 
sits, plays a few bars, then changing her mind, 
springs up, goes to the mirror, wipes the red 
off her cheeks, powders, and snatching a book 
from the harpsichord, arranges herself “a la 
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malade” on the couch x., her head prop ped on 
cushions and the book held half-closed on her 


breast. 


jyuuia (holding the door wide). Mr. Pepys, 
madam. 


Pepys, carrying hat and stick, enters with a 
nervous smile. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Oh, Mr. Pepys, have you 
come? 


Pepys. Have I flown, madam... did you 
think I should fail? (Coming behind the couch.) 
But do not tell me you are ill? 


MRS. KNIGHT (languidly). Butsoso... 

Pepys. I am mighty sorry to hear it. 

MRS. KNIGHT (fo JULIA). That will do, child. 
(guia goes out, closing door.) 


Aye, faith, but so so . . . and were it not for 
you I might have been— 


PEPYS. Perish the thought! 
(She extends a languid hand, which he kisses.) 
But I trust my presence does not— 


MRS. KNIGHT. Oh, no! I think it does me 
good . .. you are so vital, so brave . . . you 
give me courage to face life. 


(Pepys bows.) 
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Pray lay aside your hat and sit by me. 


PEPYS lays hat and stick on the harpsichord and 
draws a stool t.. of couch. 

_ pepys. Faith, and mighty gladly. I did hurry 
so out of fear to be late, and not for the world 

would I have missed a minute of this wonderful 

night. (Sitting.) So! 

MRS. KNIGHT. I think I feel better already. 

Pepys. When I look on you, egad, it puts me 
inarage ... aye, that J did not beat the ruffian 
to death. 

MRS. KNIGHT (closing her eyes). Do not 
name him. I swooned again when I came home, 
and here I have lain ever since . . . trying to 
read. 

Pepys. Faith, then I'll read to you. I read 
mighty well . . . at home o’ nights I read aloud 
tomy... myself. 


MRS. KNIGHT. O Lard, no! ’Tis a foolish 
book. 
Pepys. How is it called? 


MRS. KNIGHT. I have forgot . . . devil take 
it. (Throwing book into the fireplace.) ‘There! 
talk to me... tell me, do I not look fright- 
fully... white...and drawn... with 
sunken eyes? 


pepys. Faith, Vl tell you. ... (Bending 
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forward.) You look divine, like a goddess in 
white marble ... pale... and languid... 
and that dying look in your eyes . . . I swear I’ 
might swoon by mere gazing in ’em. 


MRS. KNIGHT. ‘Tell me more. 
Pepys. Would you have meswoon? (Taking 


her hand.) 


MRS. KNIGHT. No, for I might swoon with 
you, and three swoons a day is beyond my allow- 
ance. (Drawing her hand away.) And so for 
near two years you have been waiting to hear 
me sing? 


pepys. Egad, I had not waited two days had 
I but seen your face. I had followed you— 


MRS. KNIGHT. To Italy? 
PEPYS. To the world’s end. 
MRS. KNIGHT. How you must love music. 


pepys. Indeed, indeed. And I think music 
and love are of like nature. I remember the first 
time I heard wind music . . . it was so sweet 
that it did wrap up my soul so that it made me 
really sick, just as I have been when in love .. . 
and I remained all night, transported. 


MRS. KNIGHT. You should have followed me 
to Italy. The beauty of it! ... you would 
have lived in transport. Music . .. marble 

. the nights of stars! Florence with the 
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sound of strings streaming through the Loggia 
windows into the dark . . . the fountain’s mur- 
mur in the garden below. Rome... St. 
Peter’s . . . where the boys’ voices climbed and 
climbed till they seemed to break upon the dome 
in sparkles of sound. A sea of music beating at 
the gates of heaven. Oh, you should have fol- 
lowed me to Italy! 


PEPYS (rising). It would have made me mad! 
[faith beauty does that with me . . . like wine 
in the head. Iclimb up out of myself .. . Iam 
another man. When I look at your beauty... 
When I listen to your voice telling of wonderful 
things (bending over and trying to take her 
hand) \feel ... 


MRS. KNIGHT (eluding him). You forget you 
are in London where the streets are mud not 
marble, and people must be sane. 


PEPYS. Impossible in your presence... 
(She curtseys, laughing) 


But Italy has followed you here... your 
paintings; your furniture (looking round), sure 
all these are of Italy? 

MRS. KNIGHT. Faith, I brought away all the 
wonders I could beg, borrow or buy. (Pointing 
to picture x.) That is by Caligari the Veronese. 
 pepys. The splendour of Venice . . . mighty 
fine! 
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MRS. KNIGHT. This chest, Zacchiotto painted 
for me in Parma. ‘The Venus is Correggio’s. 
(Pointing c.) 

pepys. Divine flesh tints truly. (He moves 
rR.) Humph! And what of that? (Pointing to 
the portrait over the mantel-shelf.) 


\MRS. KNIGHT. What? 


pepys. Above the fireplace . . . that por- 
trait? 


MRS. KNIGHT. That is the King. 


pepys. Egad, I know that . . . but did that 
come from Italy? 


MRS. KNIGHT. Of course not. It was painted 
by Hales. 


PEPYS. You bought it of him? 


MRS. KNIGHT. Why! How ill-humoured you 
are of a sudden. .. . It was given me. . 


His Majesty . . . the first time I sang at White- 
hall. 


pepys. I like it not. The lips are too full—a 
loose mouth . . . malicious eyes, and the nose 
obscene. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Fie! Mr. Pepys . . . treason! 


Pepys. Devil a bit, ’tis ill done. I know the 
King better, and he would give you a better 
portrait of me. 
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MRS. KNIGHT. Let me have it. 


Pepys. Take it from him, madam, take it 
from him, a companion picture to the other. 


MRS. KNIGHT. I never see him now. (She sits 
looking at herself in the glass.) : 


Pepys. Never? 
MRS. KNIGHT. Not these two years and more. 


pepys (delighted). Faith, if that’s so, I'll give 
it you myself. (Coming up to her.) Though I 
say it not for boastfulness, nor vain-glory .. . 
but ’tis the truth. "Twas after my speech in the 
house, my defence of the Navy Commission . . . 
four hours by the clock I'spoke, and you might 
have heard a pin drop. The King said to me— 
with his own lips, mind you—‘Mr. Pepys, I am 
very glad of your success yesterday.” 


MRS. KNIGHT. With his own lips! (Sup- 
pressing a smile.) 


pepys. Aye, but that was not all. Prodgers 
of the bedchamber swore to me, before witnesses 
too, the King said I might teach the Solicitor- 
General. And more, Mr. Montagu told the 
King I was another Cicero . . . Cicero, think of 
that . . . and His Majesty said “Ha!” 


MRS. KNIGHT. He said “Ha!” 


Pepys. “Ha!” To be sure, I say not these 
things of myself, I but say what was said, so you 
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may know in what opinion His Majesty holds 
me. 


MRS. KNIGHT. In my opinion my Cicero has 
a most persuasive tongue. 


pepys (bending over her chair). Faith, if my 
Goddess would but listen, her Cicero could say 
such things to her . . . such sweet things as 
might persuade .. . 


MRS. KNIGHT. Hush! (Putting the hare’s 
foot with which she was about to rouge her 
cheeks against his lips.) 


Pepys. "Tis a hare’s foot, egad! (Snatching 
it from her.) ‘This is no good! 


MRS. KNIGHT. No good? 
pepys. It lacks the joint to it— 
MRS. KNIGHT. The joint? 


pepys. If you would be safe against colic and 
rumblings within, your hare’s foot must have 
the joint to it—like mine! (Producing his and 


holding one in each . 4 
MRS. KNIGHT. Co umblings, fie! What 
beastly talk is this? ° 


Pepys. Why! Do you not carry the hare’s 
foot against colic? 


MRS. KNIGHT. The Lord forbid! (She 
laughs.) *Tis to bring a blush to my cheek when 
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my face is too pale. (Taking her hare’s foot 
from him and raising it to her cheek.) 


PEPYS (seizing her wrist). No, faith, I forbid 
the blush, you shall not blush till I make you. 
You are pale, ’tis the beauty of you. The Bible 
forbids us to paint the lily . . . and I cannot 
abide a woman who paints. If the lily were not 
pale the butterfly would not light on it... 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). You are breaking 
my arm. O ponderous butterfly! 


Pepys. Egad, you are i’ the right. I am no 
butterfly. I am the bee that goes straight for 
the honey. ... (He bends down to kiss her 
lips. She eludes him.) « 


MRS. KNIGHT. And from your buzz a very 
daring insect I perceive. (Crossing to the harp- 
sichord.) 1 thought you came to hear me sing, 
not to teach me botany. 


pEpys. Aye, that is so—sing to me, soothe me, 
for your slave is getting out of hand. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Where is the new song you 
promised . . . how wag called . . . “Beauty 
Retire’? : 

pepys. "Tis here. Faith, had you not named 
it I had not dared bring it forth. (Taking the 
MSS. from his pocket.) 

MRS. KNIGHT. Let me see. (She hums a few 
bars.) ©O but this goes rarely. 
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pepys. Many indeed have liked it... 
MRS. KNIGHT. Indeed. 


PEPYS. It seems it is a fine song. Come, and 
I will give you the obligato. (Producing his’ 


flageolet.) 
MRS. KNIGHT sings. PEPYS playing the flageolet. 


“BEAUTY RETIRE.” 
MRS. KNIGHT. 


Beauty retire, thou dost my pity move, 
Believe my pity and then trust my love, 
At first I thought her by our prophet sent 
As a reward for valour’s toils, 

More worth than all my Father’s spoils, 
But now she is become my punishment; 
But thou art just, O pow’r divine, 

With new and painful arts of studied war, 

I break the hearts of half the world 

And she breaks mine. 


PEPYS (when the song is over). I never heard 
singing the like of that and I have heard many. 
I cannot believe I wrote it. 


MRS. KNIGHT. O but Mr. Pepys, it is fine. 
When shall I come to the end of your gifts! . .. 
A great orator . .\. a great musician ...a 
great fighter... 


PEPys. Faith, and you haven’t touched on the 
best of them yet. 
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MRS. KNIGHT. And which is that? 


pepys. A great lover. (Laying his flageolet 
on the harpsichord.) 


MRS. KNIGHT. Nay, that were too many for 
one day ...I might be afraid . . . I might 
have to follow the advice in your song. (Leav- 


ing the harpsichord.) 
Pepys. ‘The advice? 
MRS. KNIGHT. Beauty retire! 
PEpys. Retire—and let me follow. 


MRS. KNIGHT. I don’t trust you. I shall 
stand my ground (she. sits on the marriage 
chest) —and talk to the great fighter, my hero to 
whom I have not given half the thanks— 


Pepys. Pooh, I am no hero— 
MRS. KNIGHT. Modest as well! 
Pepys. "Tis the bare truth. I love no fighting. 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). O hear him! He 
loves not fighting! When I came from my 
swoon your eyes were blazing. 


pepys. Blazing i’ faith, aye, ha! ha! ha! 
MRS. KNIGHT. Your breath panting. 
pepys. Ha! ha! ha! aye, marry that was so. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Your limbs shaking with the 
lust of fight. 
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pepys. Aye, quaking—shaking—egad so 
*twas! For you I would have fought an army. 
(Sitting beside her.) But faith, the part of fight- 
ing I like best is when ’tis all over. When the 
victor comes to the fair and she gives him her 
hand to kiss. (He takes her hand and kisses it.) 
And lets him look into her eyes and see the prom- 
ise of her lips. 

MRS. KNIGHT (turning away her head). No, 
no, not yet. 


pepys kisses her hand violently. 
Nay, nay, you will crush my hand! 


pepys. I will kiss it away—both of them 
(taking the other) till you give me your lips in 
self-defence. (Drawing her towards him.) 


MRS. KNIGHT. Oh! you are strong. 
pepys. A great lover. (He kisses her long on 


the lips.) 


MRS. KNIGHT (with a sigh). Ah! you have 
kissed many lips! 


Pepys. Never! never! ... I swear it on the 


head— 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing softly). What! an- 
other gift? 


PEPys. Eh? 
MRS. KNIGHT. A great liar? 
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PEPYS (roars with laughter). Never lips like 
yours, I swear it. Song and wit and love to- 
gether! 

MRS. KNIGHT. A poet too? (Laughing.) 

Pepys. I could be anything with you, divine 
one. My perfect goddess! Egad, that reminds 
me I have a gift— 

MRS. KNIGHT. Yet another gift! 

Pepys. For you. (He takes a small packet 
from his pocket.) Perfection’s final touch to 
woman’s beauty! (He unrolls a pair of green 
silk stockings.) 

MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). Green stockings 
- + « 1 never wear ’em. 

pepys. Faith, they are all the mode and 
mighty becoming to the leg, Iswear. “Iwas but 
tother day the Duke of York said, “There is no 
salvation for a leg save in green stockings.” 

MRS. KNIGHT. Then I'll wear ’em for your 
sake. (Taking them.) 

Pepys. Now? 

MRS. KNIGHT. No, no— 

Pepys. Faith, now; I must see you wear ’em. 

MRS. KNIGHT. You are bold! 

pepys. ‘To desperation. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Then turn your back. 


82 *AND SO TO BED” ACT I 

Pepys. But I cannot see you wear ’em if I 
turn my back. 

MRS. KNIGHT. You will never see me wear 
?em if you don’t. 

pepys (turning his back). Be quick, then, or 
I shall die of longing. 


MRS. KNIGHT (stripping off a pink stocking). 
You have the green sickness; ’tis not dangerous. 


pEPYs (catching sight of the mirror). Be not 
too sure of that! (He moves up stage. She pulls 
on a green stocking. He kisses his hand to the 
mirror.) 

MRS. KNIGHT. Anticipation is the— O cheat! 
(Catching sight of him in the mirror.) 

Pepys. In love and war— 


MRS. KNIGHT. Go stand like a bad boy with 
your face to the wall. 


PEPYS does so. 
So—that is better! 
Pepys. O for a swivel eye! 


MRS. KNIGHT. I feel as if your periwig were 
as full of eyes as a peacock’s tail. (As she garters 
the green stocking.) ‘There—now you may 
turn. 


PEPYS (furning and gazing rapturously). 
Divinity! (He comes quickly towards her.) 
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MRS. KNIGHT. Down on your knees, then! 
(He kneels a little way from her.) How do you 
feel now? 


Pepys. Like Adam before the green tree of 
the knowledge of good and evil. 


MRS. KNIGHT (bending forward). Beware! I 
am Eve and the serpent in one. 


Pepys (holding out his arms). Paradise! .. . 
(suLia bursts in R., slamming the door.) 
Hell and damnation! (Springing to his feet.) 


juuia (breathless). Madam, the King and 
Mr. Prodgers coming up the stairs two at a time! 

MRS. KNIGHT (springing up). Crimine! Pm 
undone! 


Pepys (wildly). Let me out, let me out. 
(Dashing to door L.) Let me out! 


MRS. KNIGHT. Not there! It’s my bedroom! 
Quick, in here! (Flinging open the chest.) 
(pepys hurries into it. yuLta throws his hat and 

stick and the stockings on top of him.) 
And don’t breathe! 

pepys. Faith, I shan’t be able to. 


She shuts the lid and sits on the chest arranging 
her curls as the door flies open and CHARLES 
enters, followed by PRODGERS. 


¥ 
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CHARLES (blowing her a kiss). My Lesbia! I 
thought I’d make my visit a surprise. 


MRS. KNIGHT (with a breathless curtsey). O 
Sire, you have! 


CHARLES (faking pRopGERS familiarly by the 
ear). Prodgers shall sit out there and read his 
prayers. 


(propcers relieves him of his hat and stick.) 
(juLIA passes out, dropping a curtsey.) 


And mind, Prodgers, see you fast as well as pray 
. . . don’t let me catch you kissing Julia when 
I come out. 


(propGERs retires, closing the door.) 
CHARLES goes tO MRS. KNIGHT. 
And so, my dear, you are surprised to see me? 
MRS. KNIGHT. I was almost surprised, your 
Majesty. 
CHARLES. Majesty! s’life, we are formal! 


MRS. KNIGHT. I have been nearly two years 
abroad, I have been three weeks home—I thought 
your Majesty had forgotten me. 


CHARLES. I had almost forgotten how lovely 
you are... you look as if you had stepped 
from a canvas of Veronese. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Your Majesty’s gallery of 
beauties is so full, it was easy to forget the 
Veronese. 
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CHARLES. I have forgot ’em all to-day .. . 
except the frames, egad, which are so expensive 
I shall have to summon my damned faithful 
Commons to pay for ’em. Come, we are not 
cross, eh? I am forgiven, eh? 

He raises her chin with his fingers. She laughs, 
then rising, puts her arms round his neck and 
kisses him. 

MRS. KNIGHT. I’ve been hating you for 
twenty days, Charles, and I’m so tired of it that, 
faith, I'll love you now for a change. 

CHARLES (stroking her cheek). Looking like 
a saint and being a devil within . . . don’t I 
know you? 

MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). Oh, no! You 
don’t know me. I got a new halo and laid the 
devil in Italy. 

CHARLES (sitting). We shall see about that, 
V faith. (Laughing.) 

MRS. KNIGHT. I lived in churches and sang 
at Mass for more Cardinals than I could count. 


CHARLES. I am glad of that. You shall at- 
tend the Queen’s chapel; we will arrange it. You 
always had the serene air, Lesbia, that is why I 
loved you, I think. I get tired of their racket- 
ing at times, and their greed and their bawdry. 
Faith, ’tis good to think I can drop in here at 
any moment, and find peace and order and 
beauty. (Looking round the room.) 
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MRS. KNIGHT. Yes... oh, sure you may. 


CHARLES (observing his portrait x.) Plague! 
d’ye still keep that dreadful thing of me? 


MRS. KNIGHT. My priceless picture! *Tis by 
Hales! 


CHARLES. He should hang beside it...I. 
look like Paul after a gaudy night with the 
Corinthians. (Turning to her.) And so Italy 
pleased you? 


MRS. KNIGHT. Divinely! 


CHARLES. We wrote our Ambassadors at 
Rome and Venice to have a care of you. 


MRS. KNIGHT. I had everything I desired. 


CHARLES. And did you go on the lagoons in 
those ridiculous little black coffins? 


MRS. KNIGHT. Yes, yes. 
CHARLES. And sing in the moonlight? 
MRS. KNIGHT. Yes. 


CHARLES. And ogle the gallants on the Pi- 
azza? (She nods.) And eat ratafias? And 
watch the fireworks? (She nods.) Ha! ha! ha! 
Odsbud, it makes me long to be young again. 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). Fie! you are as 
young as ever. 


CHARLES. Aye, and as old. And what of 
Rome; did you see the Pope? 
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MRS. KNIGHT. I sang in the Sistine. ’Twas 


against the rules, but in Rome they dote on the 


exception. I had audience next day, and kissed 
his ring, and he told me a story . . . something 
about angels . . . but he would speak English, 
so I couldn’t understand him. 


CHARLES rises and, laughing, goes towards the 


harpsichord. 


CHARLES. And how of your singing .. . is 
it better? . . . As I remember that is not pos- 


sible. 


MRS. KNIGHT. I worked every day... but 
you shall judge for yourself. 

CHARLES (who has picked up the sheet of 
music from the harpsichord, reading). “Beauty 
Retire, etc., being set to music by Samuel Pepys.” 
Samuel Pepys! Sure this cannot be the dull fel- 
low of the Admiralty who plagues me with 
letters as long as the day o” judgment. 


MRS. KNIGHT. "Tis Mr. Pepys of the Navy 
Office, that is all I know. 


CHARLES. Egad, then ’tis the same! (He 
laughs heartily.) This is the eighth wonder of 
the world! Samuel Pepys... a writer of 
songs! The dullest dog you could meet in a 
day, ha! ha! ha! But you know him to be 
sure? 


MRS. KNIGHT. I have met him but once. 


> 


rae 
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CHARLES. And once too often, I'll wager. I 
have seen him once and again. Oh, a very 
worthy man, most diligent in service and honest, 
James thinks highly of him in naval matters, but 
odslife, what a dullard, a puritan in a periwig, 
mum as a sexton at a funeral. (Throws down 
the paper.) And so he writes songs! Ha! ha! 
ha! Egad, Ill twit him with it when I see him 
next. Come sing to me, sweetheart. 


MRS. KNIGHT (at the harpsichord). What 
would you have? (With a smile.) “Beauty 
Retire’? (As he stretches himself on the day 
bed R.) 


CHARLES. Heaven forbid! *I'would set me 
thinking of his memorandum of last week. One 
sentence two hundred and seventy words! 
Faith, I had to call for chocolate after the twen- 
ty-third comma, and broke into a sweat before I 
reached the full stop. (Laughing.) No, some- 
thing you have brought out of Italy. 


MRS. KNIGHT sings. Early in the song CHARLES 
raises himself on his elbow watching her. 


CHARLES. Egad, the Pope was in the right 
about the angel . . . You must sing at White- 
hall . . . to-morrow . . . I will send Grabu to 
arrange it. (He sits staring in front of him. 
Then suddenly) What is that gaudy gilded 
coffin for? (He comes forward bending down 
fo examine it.) 
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MRS. KNIGHT (rising quickly). "That? Oh, 
*tis a marriage chest . . . *twas painted for me 
in Parma—by Zacchiotto. (She slips between 
him and the chest, sitting on it facing him.) 


CHARLES. A marriage chest; hah! Where 
you will hide your husbands when I come to see 
you, eh? 


MRS. KNIGHT. I shall have no husband while 
you come to see me. 


CHARLES (sitting beside her). Sweet sweet- 
heart, you are the best of ’em all . . . for I be- 
lieve you love me, and are true to me when I am 
not by. As for the rest, I know I wear a forest 
of antlers by them. But’what o’ that, they are 
not planted deep, so I shake my head care-free 
when Icome to you. (He kisses her, then whis- 
pers.) Shall I stay with you to-night? 


An angry woman’s shrill voice is heard in the 


anteroom. 
Mrs. PEPYS (without). I know he is... I 
say I must! 


PRODGERS (without). Not in there, madam! 
—on your life! 


CHARLES rises moving up. The door bursts open, 
and mrs. PEPYS forces herself in with PRODGERS 
trying to drag her back by her cloak; quickly 
she unfastens the hook at her neck. PRODGERS 
falls, sitting with the cloak in his hands. She 
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slams the door, locks it, and leans panting 
against it. CHARLES, unseen by her, slips 
quietly behind the window curtains R.c. MRS. 
KNIGHT rises. PRODGERS hammers on the door 
outside. 


(Without.) Come out, madam, come out, come 
out! . . . open the door! . . . you must come 
out! (More knocking.) 


MRS. KNIGHT. How dare you thrust yourself 
into my house, madam? Who are you, and what 
do you want? 


MRS. PEPYS. I am Mistress Pepys, and I want 
my husband. 


PRODGERS (knocking). Madam, you must 
come out. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Leave my house! This is in- 
solence . . . your husband is not here. 


MRS, PEPYS (faking the key from the lock). 
By your leave, I will find that out for myself. 
(She puts the key in the bosom of her dress.) 


PRODGERS (knocking). Woman, if you do 
not come out, I must send for the watch. 
(Knocking.) 

MRS. PEPYS. Now then. Enough of this! I 
want my husband, where is he? 


MRS. KNIGHT. How should I know, insolence! 


I’ve never seen you before, how do I know you 
have a husband? 


—— 
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MRS. PEPYS. Very pert indeed, madam. Have 
you? 

MRS. KNIGHT. No, but if I had, I’d have the 
wit to keep him at home. 


MRS. PEPYS. Wit indeed! If you’ve had the 
impudence to take mine, I’ll scratch your eyes 
out. 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). A fish-wife, 7 
faith! 

MRS. PEPYS. You are Mistress Knight, the 
singing woman, are you not? 

MRS. KNIGHT. I am, and what then? 

MRS. PEPYS (shows her the paper which she 
takes from her dress). And that is the address 
of your lodging? 

MRS. KNIGHT. Yes. 

MRS. PEPYS. And writ in your own hand? 

MRS. KNIGHT. It seems so. 

MRS. PEPYS. Seems, i’ faith! Well, it seems I 
found this on my husband’s table. 

MRS. KNIGHT. And if you did . . . I did not 
put it there. 

MRS. PEPYS. No, but you gave it him. 

MRS. KNIGHT. I did not. 


MRS. PEPYS. I know he consorts with singing 
people and music-makers and players and all such 
flimsy riffraff. 
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MRS. KNIGHT. Pray you keep a civil tongue 
in your head. Why, I may have given it to a 
dozen hands—to—to friends at the court or— 


MRS. PEPYS. Lord, how fine! 


MRS. KNIGHT. Or players at the King’s house 
or the Duke’s . . . to Moone or Cartwright, 
Hart, Lacy, Kynaston—to Mistress Marshall, to 
Mistress Corey, to Mistress Knepp— 


MRS. PEPYS (suddenly crestfallen). Knepp! 
Oh! ... you know her? 


MRS. KNIGHT. Faith, very well. Aye, now I 
mind me... it was Tuesday last . . . aye, so 
it was . . . she asked me where I lodged . . . I 
gave her such a slip of paper, and wrote upon it. 


mrs. PEPYS (after a look in her eyes). 1 don’t 
believe you. He did not put on his coloured coat 
and flowered tabby vest to go to the Navy Office. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Coloured tabby cats! You 
silly jealous fool! Because you cannot keep your 
husband at home, must he be here? I’m not your 
husband’s keeper! 


MRS. PEPYS. No, but I doubt he’s yours! 


MRS. KNIGHT. This is past all bearing. Take 
yourself off, madam, he is not here as you can 
see. 


MRS. PEPYS. Yes, when I’ve seen in there! 
(She darts towards door t.) 


a 
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MRS. KNIGHT (intercepting her). That is my 
bedroom, madam. 


Mrs. PEPYS. And just where I’d expect to 
find him. 

MRS. KNIGHT. A plague on all women who 
cannot keep their husbands to themselves! 
(Throwing open the door.) There! Search, 
madam, search my room since you insist, and 
much good may it do you. 


(MRS. PEPYS goes into the room. MRS. KNIGHT 
stands outside looking in.) 


Look well in there . . . aye, and in that dark 
corner too . .. search under the bed, madam, 
if you’re convinced he isn’t in it . . . and in my 
wardrobe, he may be hiding behind my petticoats 

. . and don’t forget the ceiling . . . look up 
there . . . among the flies. 

CHARLES (in a whisper, sticking his head 
out). Lock her in, lock her in, and, egad, we'll 
have some sport! 

MRS. KNIGHT rushes towards him waving him 
back. He disappears. As she turns to come 
down the lid of the chest rises, and PEPYS’ 
head appears panting for breath. She sits on 
the lid as— 

Mrs. Pepys comes crestfallen from the room. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Well now, I hope you’re 
satisfied. 
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MRS. PEPYS. I hope I] am. But just let him 
wait till he comes home. 


MRS. KNIGHT rises laughing. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Poor man, I pity him. (Go- 
ing to door RB.) 


MRS. PEPYS. He can do without your pity, 
madam. 


MRS. KNIGHT (furning). No doubt, no 
doubt! And now, Mistress Pepys, perhaps you 
will go home and wait for him. I think you have 
the key. 


MRS. PEPYS crosses, vainly trying to extract the 
key from her corsage. 


mrs. PEPYS. I think the key has slipped. 


MRS. KNIGHT. Evil communications... 
and now it hides for shame. 


MRS. PEPYS (with venom). Do not you 
preach at me . . . I knew you were a hussy by 
your face. (She turns her back on MRS. KNIGHT 
and struggles for the key.) 


MRS. KNIGHT (laughing). O manners! Shall 
I send for a locksmith, or would you have it 
fished out with a hook and line? 


Suddenly the curtains on the window are shaken 
by a movement. MRS. PEPYs sees it and with 
a cry rushes at them, too quick for mrs. 
KNIGHT, who tries to grab her. 
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MRS. PEPYS (throwing back the curtains). 
He’s here! Come out, you dog! 


(CHARLES stands vastly amused. MRS. PEPYS 
stares open-mouthed, then staggers back, drop- 
ing a terrified curtsey.) 


Your Majesty—O Lord! 


CHARLES (coming forward). So this is Mis- 
tress Pepys—egad, they have damned good taste 
in the Navy . . . Pepys is a connoisseur. 


MRS. PEPYS (fremblingly). Your Majesty— 
I—I—forgive me . . . lama fool. 


CHARLES. A vastly pretty one, I'll swear. 
But if you suspect your husband, faith, you are a 
fool. You jealous! Fie, look in your glass, Mis- 
tress Pepys. I warrant he has more cause a hun- 
dredfold to be jealous of you. 


MRS. PEPYS. J never gave him none. 


cHaRLEs. And J’ll vow he gives you less. 
What! suspect my worthy Pepys? Faith, I'd 
sooner suspect the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
myself . . . or York or—(¢o MRS. KNIGHT, with 
a grin) —he’s got a roguish eye, let me tell you, 
that same York! But honest Pepys! A good 
man if ever I saw one, and a sober, and a pious— 
says his prayers I doubt not— 


MRS. PEPYS. Yes, yes. 
CHARLES. I knew it. The most diligent, the 
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dull—most devoted, the most proper man I 
know. (Laughing.) Egad, I can’t imagine 
Pepys ever looking at a woman. 

MRS. PEPYS. You don’t know him, your 
Majesty. 

CHARLES (laughing.) Oho, don’t I! (Look- 
ing at her.) And yet he had the wit to pick a 
mighty pretty wife! (To MRS. KNIGHT.) Or is 
that the mark of a fool in these days? Tell me, 
Mistress Pepys, what caused you to suspect that 
he was here? 


MRS. PEPYS. ‘This paper . . . which is writ- 
ten in her hand. 


CHARLES. Do you admit the writing? (To 
MRS. KNIGHT.) 


MRS. KNIGHT (calmly). Why, yes ... but 
I have written dozens like it. 


MRS. PEPYS. I found it on the table, in our 
house. 


CHARLES. I heard—but does that prove that 
it was given to Pepys? 
MRS. PEPYs. Whom was it given to, then? 


CHARLES, Mistress Knight has told you—to 
Mistress Knepp. 


MRS. PEPYS. Humph! 


CHARLES. Had Mistress Knepp been at your 
house? 
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MRS. PEPYS (sullenly). Yes. (Bursting out.) 
Though he’d sworn he’d never see her again! 


CHARLES. When was she last there? 


MRS. PEPYS (reluctantly). To-day, your Maj- 
esty. When I came home... I found her 
there— 


CHARLES. Before you found the paper? 
MRS. PEPYS. Yes, your Majesty. 


CHARLES. Probatum est! (He returns the 
paper.) Odsbud! madam, do you not see how 
your suspicion has wronged Mrs. Knight—and 
wrongs your husband, too? Mistress Pepys, I 
fear you are a jealous woman. 

MRs. PEPYS. I have cause. 

CHARLES. That may bein the spleen! What! 
Suspect your husband because he goes out with- 
out you! 

MRS. PEPYS. He told me he was going to the 
Navy Office— 

CHARLES. And most like he was. 

MRS. PEPYS. But he isn’t there . . . Icouldn’t 
get in— 

CHARLES. Then how d’ye know he isn’t there? 

MRS. PEPYS. I knocked and knocked— 


CHARLES. He did not hear. The Navy Office! 
depend on’t he is there. Faith, from the infernal 
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length of his letters, he must be there, ploughing 
seas of ink, from cockcrow till midnight. And 
is this all? 


MRS. PEPYS. Please, your Majesty . . . before 
he went out he put on his best clothes— 


CHARLES. Oh, did he so. 


MRS. PEPYS. And...and he took his 
flageolet. 


CHARLES. Took his flageolet? 
MRS. PEPYS. Yes, your Majesty. 
CHARLES. What the devil did he do that for? 


MRS. PEPYS. He plays, your Majesty... 
he’s mightily fond of music. 


CHARLES. I see. Humph! Mistress Pepys, 
we find you have no grounds for your suspicions. 
If your husband took his flageolet he may be 
guilty of music, but of nothing worse. Go home, 
and take this word in your ear—’tis our eleventh 
commandment—‘Wife, suspect not thy hus- 
band”! Would all the jealous wives of England 
might hear me, so the peace of our realm, which 
is our chief concern, might be preserved. 


MRS. PEPYS (curtseying). But, your Majesty 
. . . if one has cause? 

CHARLES. Not unless you have proof, and 
then ’tis no longer suspicion. Good night. 


MRS. KNIGHT has already gone to the door. Mrs. 
Pepys drops a curtsey and follows. 


ACT I “AND SO TO BED” 99 


MRS. KNIGHT. And now, madam, without 
proof may I suspect that you still have the key? 


Mrs. PEPYS dives her hand into her bodice and 
begins again her struggle to recapture it. 
CHARLES comes down, smiling. 


CHARLES. May we exercise a Royal prerog- 
ative? 


MRS. KNIGHT. ‘The property is on territory 
where the King’s writ does not run, your Maj- 
esty. 

CHARLES. Odso! (Laughing.) ‘Then, egad, 
we will turn our back till Mistress Pepys can 
digest the key. 


He goes up behind the harpsichord while mrs. 
KNIGHT and mrs. PEPys between them work 
the key out of her bodice. Suddenly he sees 
the flageolet on the harpsichord—picks it up, 
exclaiming under his breath: 


The devil he is! 


He turns with it in his hand, about to speak then, 
changing his mind, turns, looks behind the 
curtains of the window 1., glances round the 
room, and as his eye falls on the chest, comes 
down smiling, and while MRS. KNIGHT is put- 
ting the key in the door he lifts the lid of the 
chest a little way and peeps in. Then slipping 
the flageolet into his pocket, he drops on the 
chest, shaking with laughter. At this point 
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MRS. KNIGHT has turned the lock. Both turn 
towards him at the sound of the laugh. 


Mistress Pepys ....« a © moment... come 
hither, a thought—a merry thought has struck 
me. 


MRS. PEPYS comes over nervously. 


Nay, nay, sit here beside me. (Tapping the 
chest. She sits timidly. MRS. KNIGHT stands 
watching anxiously.) ‘Touching these home af- 
fairs twixt you and Pepys... I have seen a 
doubt . . . a grave doubt . . . I may disclose 
it presently. I have been less than just to you. 
We will reopen the case. Now while suspicion in 
a wife is damnable, and the cause of great un- 
easiness at home, it may be that she has so many 
reasons for suspicion as to put her in the right. 


MRS. PEPYS. Faith, I’ve enough of them and 
to spare. 


CHARLES. Suspicious circumstance in mass 
amounts to proof in law. 


MRS. PEPYS. I know nothing of law, but if 
your Majesty had lived with him these five years 
past and seen his nose lift like a pointer’s at every 
petticoat in the wind, you wouldn’t want the law 
to tell you what he’d be at. And then— 

(She stops, confused at her familiarity.) 


CHARLES. Go on. 
MRS. PEPys. And then the cunning of him. 
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I’d need to be all eyes to catch him, and when 
I do catch him he wriggles out of it. You ought 
to have just seen the women your Majesty— 
women is too good for them, the— (She stops 
again.) 

CHARLES. Go on, go on—this interests us. 

MRS. PEPYS. ‘There was Mrs. Daniels, one of 
the first, a bold-eyed brassy wench whose hus- 
band kept to sea— 

CHARLES. The Navy has much to answer for. 

MRS. PEPYS. I saw him cuddle her in the 
garden behind the washing on the line. Would 
you believe it? 

CHARLES. Tsch! tsch! tsch! (Slapping the 
chest.) Bad rogue! (To Mrs. KNIGHT.) We 
could scarce believe this, eh? Could we, Lesbia? 
MRS. KNIGHT furns away angrily and sits at the 

dressing-table. 

mrs. Pepys. And Betty Turner, forward 
puss! . . . and Mistress Pierce, the painted hussy 
. . - ogling and whispering in their ears and 
squeezing their hands. 

CHARLES (slapping the chest). Rascal! Ras- 
cal... . Hear you that, Lesbia? The, sober 
Pepys! (Laughing.) Sa 

mrs. PEPys. And Mistress Knepp— 


CHARLES. Babs Knepp! Is’t possible! (Try- 
ing to restrain his laughter.) 
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Mrs. PEPYS (nodding). He kissed the back of 
her neck, and swore he was but smelling of a 
new perfume she had upon her hair. 


CHARLES. Monstrous! monstrous! Poaching 
in the Playhouse, egad! The villain! 


mrs. PEPYS. And our maids, Jane. . . and 
Deb Willett—I know he went lengths with her 
—and all our maids. . . . Why, this very day I 
caught him kissing*Lettice on the mouth, and 
she not two weeks in the house. 


CHARLES (with a great slap on the chest). The 
old rascally goat! (He bursts out laughing.) 
Would you have thought it, Lesbia? Not two 
weeks in the house! Grave Pepys—worthy 
Pepys! pious Pepys! A writer of songs, 
too! (Laughs, then checks himself.) Fie, fie, 
’tis a shame. False to such a sweet pretty ador- 
able face! The man’s a monster! Egad, you’ve 
proved the crime, my dear—aye, to the hilt. Pll 
pass sentence on him myself, and you shall be his 
executioner. 


MRS. PEPYS. Oh, I would not have him 
hanged— 


CHARLES (laughing). Nay, horned, not 
hanged—hanging’s too good for him. What a 
man who neglects the beauty by his side! Pay 
him out, my dear, let him see that other men 
know the worth he ignores. (Taking her hand.) 
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*Tis bare justice! *Tis the law of love, my dear 
. . . an eye for an eye, a tooth for atooth ... 
a kiss for a kiss. *Tis equity! 

MRS. PEPYS. Faith, there have been some who 
would have, an’ they could. 

CHARLES (stroking her hand). Yl be bound 
there have. This slender, branching arm, and 
blossoming white fingers. The man’s a fool to go 
picking flowers in other fields. Look, Lesbia, is 
it not a white dainty hand? : 

MRS. KNIGHT (struggling between jealousy 
and rage). If your Majesty says so, alabaster! 

mrs. PEPYS (half pleased but afraid). Your 
Majesty is laughing at me. 

CHARLES. Faith, I laugh in delight of you. 
(Coming closer to her.) Who would not long 
for those pretty pouting lips . . . and a shape 
might tempt an anchorite— 


MRS. PEPYS (laughing). Oh, your Majesty! 


CHARLES. Faith and troth, ’tis so! Has she 
not a jewel of a mouth, Lesbia? Coral set with 
pearls! 


_ MRS. KNIGHT in fury turns her back on them. 
MRS. PEPYS (laughing). Nay! nay! 


CHARLES. And when you laugh, the dimples, 
egad! (Touching them with his fingers.) Like 
roguish cupids playing hide and seek. 
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mrs. PEPYS (laughing). I... can’t... 
help laughing . . . you tickle my face so! (She 
laughs again and he with her.) 


CHARLES (dropping his voice). And your 
eyes . . . when I look in your eyes . . . lakes of 
fire, i? faith, with little devils sitting in the cor- 
ners of ’em. Aha! you laugh at that, eh? En- 
chanting rogue! Ill wager you’re full of little 
devils, eh? 


MRS. PEPYS (laughing). No...no... 
indeed I’m not. 


CHARLES (slipping an arm round her waist). 
Yes, yes, I’ve seen some of ’em in your eyes. 
Odsbud! (Giving a kick with his heel on the 
chest.) If Pepys could but hear how better men 
desire those lips, he might pipe another tune. 
And I am one of ’em, egad ... and we'll set 
our royal seal on a bargain between us. (He 
kisses her loudly on the lips.) 


MRS. KNIGHT, who has been watching in the 
mirror, springs to her feet and goes up to the 
window R. MRS. PEPYS, sobered, covers her 
face with her hands. CHARLES rises. 


Mistress Pepys. (Shelooksup.) You have made 
your King your slave. We promise you anything 
you may ask—anything, on our royal faith, and 
if Pepys be faithless send to us and we’ll redeem 
the pledge. (He bows to her. She rises curtsey- 
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ing. He crosses to the door, calling.) Prodgers! 
Prodgers! 

PRODGERS (throwing open the door). Your 
Majesty. 

CHARLES. Conduct Mistress Pepys to a coach. 
Show her your best consideration, Prodgers. 
(Turning to mrs. Pepys, who has followed.) 
Mistress Pepys, we shall have a special care of 
you. If ever you should desire revenge, a word 
to me and it is yours. 

MRS. PEPYS (curtseying). Your Majesty! 

CHARLES (raising her). And do not forget 
the seal ison our bond. (He kisses her hand.) 

MRS. PEPYS. I shall not forget, your Majesty. 

CHARLES. Fare you well. 

(She goes out. propceERs closes the door.) 
(Turns to MRS. KNIGHT.) And now, my Les- 
bia— 

MRS. KNIGHT (in a fury). Do not speak to 
me! ‘To make love to her . . . before my very 
face .. . (Coming down L.) 


CHARLES. And behind your beautiful back, 
egad— 

MRS. KNIGHT. It’s outrageous! 

CHARLES. Hoity-toity! 

MRS. KNIGHT. The minx! ... the insult! 
.. . I'd have thrown her out if— 
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CHARLES. Fie! Separate husband and wife? 
(Pointing.) Open that chest! 


MRS. KNIGHT (facing him). Do you dare— 


CHARLES (thundering). Woman! Open that 
chest! 


She looks him in the eyes a moment, then draws 
herself up, turns, lays back the lid of the chest, 
and goes to the harpsichord, where she sits, 
leaning her head on her hands. There is no 
movement in the chest. 


(With alaugh.) Where you hide your husbands, 
eh? (Still no movement in the chest.) Peste! 


is the fellow dead? (Loudly.) Samuel, come 
forth! 


It is a very crestfallen pepys whose head emerges 
slowly above the edge of .the chest, periwig 
somewhat awry, half suffocated, and pale with 
anger and jealousy. He stares half frightened, - 
half furious, at the KING. 


So this is what you do while I’m reading your 
damned long letters about the Navy! 


PEPYs (getting up, panting). If your Majesty 
will wait till I recover my wind I will answer 
you shortly. (Stepping out of the chest.) 


CHARLES. Wind, faith, you'll need a hurri- 
cane, you have so much to answer. (He burst 
out laughing.) Put... your periwig... 
straight, or I shall die o’ laughing. 
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(vEpys, still panting, pulls his wig straight.) 


That’s better! So, Master Pepys, we thought you 
a Puritan, but it would seem you are a gallant, a 
rafish coxcomb, a gay gadder, a Don Juan, a 
Grand Turk, a devil with the women, in short— 
what do you mean, sir, by poaching on my 
preserves? 


pEPys (still panting). Your Majesty, I pro- 
test . . . Icame here out of love . . . of music 
. - « which I esteem above anything in the world 
. . . to hear this lady sing. (He turns towards 
MRS. KNIGHT, and reveals a green stocking adher- 
ing to the back of his coat.) 

CHARLES. Sing, say you! Odsbud, then ’tis 
a pity you can’t see behind you. (Picks the stock- 
ing off and dangles it in front of him.) So this 
is the music you love so . . . a pretty duet with 
one part missing! 

pepys. I can explain, your Majesty ... 


CHARLES. Faith, you can explain yourself out 
of any bed in England, we are told. 

Pepys. I was but following the precept of 
your Majesty’s brother: ““There is no salvation 
for a leg save in green stockings—” 


CHARLES (laughing). Another hypocrite, 
egad! 
pepys. And venturing to make a trifling gift 
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to Mistress Knight, she put one on to please me, 
while I turned my back. 

CHARLES. And pleased yourself by peeping 
round the corner. 

pepys. Fie! your Majesty, the suggestion is 
unworthy. 

CHARLES. You old sinner! What were you 
doing in that chest? 

Pepys (losing his temper). Trying to breathe, 
and getting cramp in every inch of my body! 

CHARLES (laughing). Faith, had I known 
that, you’d have stayed there all night. 
(Sternly.) Come, no equivocation, answer my 
question on your peril. 

pepys (sullenly). I have told your Majesty 
the truth already. 

CHARLES. Humph! 

Pepys. I came to hear Mistress Knight sing 

. there is no music lover—and I am not the 
least—who would not have leapt at the chance. 

CHARLES. But you leapt in the chest. 

Pepys. My one false step, for which I humbly 
pray Mistress Knight’s forgiveness. (Bowing to 
her.) 

CHARLES. Mistress Knight’s forgiveness, sir? 


PEPYS. Your Majesty’s sudden coming was to 
blame. 
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CHARLES. Eh? 

pepys. I know not whether I felt you would 
be shocked to find the brave, worthy, diligent, 
dull Pepys at music in a lady’s chamber . . . or 
that you would be displeased to find her not 
alone, or what I felt, but without a pause for 
thought, I slipped into the chest. 

CHARLES. Force of habit, egad! And the lady 
helped you in, I’ll wager. 

PEPys. I was too quick for her, your Majesty. 
I was in before she knew. In your Majesty’s 
presence it would have been unseemly to pull me 
out. 

CHARLES. And you, madam—do you endorse 
these lies? 

MRS. KNIGHT. If your Majesty is incapable of 
believing truth, I prefer to be silent. 

CHARLES. So! You cannot lie! Yet you lied 
like a lawyer to Mistress Pepys. 

MRS. KNIGHT. I used a woman’s only weapon 
to rid your Majesty of an unwelcome intruder. 


CHARLES. Egad! Between you you'll per- 
suade me presently I am not here. 


pEPys. Your Majesty is here, and it would be a 
blessed chance if I could persuade you to your 


good— 
CHARLES. ‘To my good? 
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pepys. Ay, your Majesty, and the good of 
your realm. You have heard much to-night of 
my faults, my foibles, the sins we men who have 
a devil in us strive to hide from our wives; your 
Majesty has called me gadder, Grand Turk, a 
devil among the women—I’ll not deny it. But, 
besides, I serve your Majesty with all my might; 
aye, from cockcrow till midnight four days out 
of five. Yet what avails this labour and that of 
many others? . . . but little while the Navy is 
starved. We may want ships and stores and guns, 
but we know that my Lady Castlemaine needs 
clothes and pearls and plate. Our seamen may 
want their pay—this very morning a crowd of 
them, poor brave men, clamoured before the 
office—but we know that the women, the false 
friends, the rogues who bleed your Majesty, must 
have theirs first-— 


CHARLES (cutting him short). Zoons, sir! 
You do forget yourself! 


pepys. I have but one head to lose, and in 
your Majesty’s service I will gladly lay it down. 
Your Majesty’s realm is set upon the sea, sustained 
by the ships of your fleet, and if you starve them 
we must sink. 


CHARLES. Mr. Pepys, we are not in council— 
you have leave to go. 


PEPys. Iam your Majesty’s most humble and 
devoted servant. (Bowing.) I beg you believe 
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it. (He picks his hat and stick out of the chest 
and goes to MRS. KNIGHT, while the KING crosses 
to the chest into which he angrily flings the 
stocking.) Mistress Knight, if this day I did you 
some slight service, pray let it be remembered to 
excuse my foolishness to-night. While I live I 
shall not forget your singing. 

_ MRS. KNIGHT (giving him her hand to kiss). 
I am still your debtor, Mr. Pepys, more than I 
can say. 

He goes towards door Rr. 


CHARLES (turning). Aye, and forget not what 
I said to Mistress Pepys, if you heard it all. 
pepys. I heard your Majesty—I had not room 


to blush. 


CHARLES. Faith, see you have a care for the 
future, then—what would you say if Mistress 
Pepys should one day ask for her revenge? 


pepys (bursting out). Ishould say ... (He 
masters himself, then smiles and bows.) Honi 
soit qui mal y pense, your Majesty. 
He goes out. 
CHARLES (crossing towards the door). Prodg- 
ers! 
MRS. KNIGHT sits at the harpsichord, ignoring 
him. 
PRODGERS opens the door. 
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My coach! 


propcers (bowing). Very good, your Maj- 
esty. (He closes the door.) 


MRS. KNIGHT strums a few bars. CHARLES goes 
ap to the window x., where he stands in the 
moonlight, with his back to her, looking out. 
She turns over pages, strums again, and cau- 
tiously peeping round, sees he has his back to 
her. Turns over more pages and hums to her- 
self. A pause. 


CHARLES (dryly). What was this “slight ser- 
vice” that he did you? 


MRS. KNIGHT (after a few bars). Oh... 
he saved my life. 


CHARLES. Ha! ... (She strums.) How, 
pray? 

MRS. KNIGHT. From a pick-purse who would 
have murdered me. (Sfrum.) He near beat the 
ruffan to death—tho’ the fellow escaped. 
(Strum.) Most like the watch have him by now. 


CHARLES. So the rascal has courage . . . as 
wellasimpudence. (She strums and hums a few 
bars.) ‘The damnedest liar in London, egad! 


MRS. KNIGHT. All that he said to your Maj- 
esty was true. (Strums.) 


CHARLES. Have you the face to say that to 
me? 
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MRS. KNIGHT. I could say it facing you. But 
your Majesty’s sense of right is so perverse you 
would not see it. 

CHARLES. What d’ye mean? 

MRS. KNIGHT. Your Majesty has listened to 
lies so long, I fear you have forgotten the sound 
of truth. 

CHARLES. Egad, they all lie to me, and that 
is true. 

She closes the book, rises and blows out the candle 
on the harpsichord. 

MRS. KNIGHT. Good night, your Majesty. 
(Without looking at him:) 

CHARLES (stiffly). We have not left yet. 

MRS. KNIGHT. As your Majesty pleases. (She 
resumes her seat. A pause. She do out a tune 
with one finger.) 

CHARLES. I know they all lie to me i 9) ae 
I thought that you did not. (A pause: ): "Well? 

MRS. KNIGHT. Your. Majesty has offended. | 


me. You have not asked my pardon. “T.cannot sa? 


speak. 
CHARLES (amazed). Task your # patdont we eae 
laughs.) eg ap See 
She rises and goes down tL. 
Come, tell me all yourself, and I’ll believe Tones 
aye, forgive you too. 
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MRS. KNIGHT (taking the candle from table). 
I have told your Majesty ... till you do me 
justice, I do not care to speak with you, to see 
you—or anything. 
PRODGERS enters R., carrying the KINc’s hat, 
cloak and stick. CHaARLEs stands irresolute. 


Good night, your Majesty! (She curtseys and 
half closes the door.) 


PRODGERS. Your Majesty’s coach. 


CHARLES (festily). Tell *em to go to the 
devil! 


MRS. KNIGHT laughs to herself as she closes the 
door. 


PRODGERS. Very good, your Majesty. (Goes 
fo door R.) 


CHARLES. Oh, Prodgers. 
PRODGERS retirns. 


Mr. Pepys. has forgotten his flageolet. (He takes 
it from his pocket and gives it him.) ‘Take care 
. of it, Prodgers, we sone decide later what we will 


sce do ae ié.. 


~PRODGERS. oes io door. cHARLES takes the re- 
maining: candle from the dressing-table and 
returns Cs 


va ana oh! Prodgers. 
PropceErRs furns at the door. 
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The next wild woman who tries to dart past you, 
grab her round the neck—don’t let her leave her 
cloak in your hands—Mrs. Potiphar was a novice. 


PRODGERS. Very good, your Majesty! 
Goes out. 


CHARLES (going L.). And so— (He yawns.) 


CURTAIN. 


ACT II 


ACT III 
SCENE 


Room in pepys’ house. Supper is nearly over. 
Mrs. PEPYS at the L. end of the table, with 
PELHAM HUMEFREY on her right. .A branched 
candlestick in the c. of the table. The soy is 
pouring out the wine from a silver flagon. 
BRIDGET carries out the dishes of salmon and 
lobster to the kitchen r., leaving the meat 
dishes for the cris and Boy, who eat bits with 
their fingers while they are not serving the 
table. The company, save MRS. PEPYS, are 
pretty merry. As the curtain rises, PELLING, 
CESAR, KNEPP and piERcE are laughing heart- 
ily, PELHAM HUMEREY leaning back with the 
conceited smile of a man who has just told a 
good story. 


HUMFREY. Yes, ma foi! he said it quick .. . 
quick. (Snapping his fingers.) Comme ¢a! 
(Turning to Mrs. PEPys.) N’est-ce-pas, cest 
amusant? Oh, his Majesty has a pretty wit— 
for an Englishman, pardie! 


MRS. KNEPP. Take that back, you saucy chat- 
- terbox. (Throwing a bit of bread at him.) 


HUMEFREY (dodging it, laughing). Eh bien, 
119 
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oui, I take it back .. . I take it back . . . he 
has all the wit there isin England. But you know 
that, Mistress Pepys, you have heard him? 


MRS. PEPYS (roused). Oh! ...1... no 
. . . [don’t remember. What’s o’clock, Pelling? 


PELLING (pulling out his watch). Past eleven 
. alittle. 


MRS. PEPYS. Eleven! 


HUMEFREY. ‘And Monsieur Pepys still abroad. 
Oh, la, la!’ And we have eaten everything. 


MRS. PIERCE (smiling fatuously). Oh, fie! 
. . . Speak for yourself! 


DOLL (at door R., wiping her hands on her 
apron). Whisht! girl, bring me dat veal till I 
keep it hot for mass’r. 


suE brings her the dish of veal. 


MRS. PIERCE (whom wine has made precious) . 
I always think, Mr. Humfrey, that wit is the 
cream of wine as it were, do not you? ... It 
rises to the top, so to speak. (She giggles.) 

HUMEFREY. Mon Dieu! madame, that is very 
witty. . . . Where did you hear that? 

MRS. KNEPP. In Sedley’s play last week. And 
I wanted to say “it depended on the cow who 
drank it,” but they wouldn’t let me. 

MRS. PIERCE (hiccoughs, then) Ouf! Tis very 
hot! (Fanning herself with her hands.) 
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HUMEREY (tenderly). Chére madame Pepys, 
you are ¢friste. What is the matter? (Stroking 
her hand.) 

MRS. PEPYS. Nothing—I am tired, I think. 
Mr. Cesar, the wine stays with you! 

MRS. PIERCE (giggling as cxSar fills her glass). 
eremel-.-7. no’: ..no.....:no..=no. ‘The 
least little drop! 

MRS. KNEPP. Goon, Cesar! She likes it in a 
bucket. 

MRS. PIERCE. Oh, you toad! (To mrs. 
Pepys.) I'll vow, poor soul, you’re anxious about 
Mr. Pepys. 

MRS. PEPYS (sharply). Not in the least, 
ma’am. 

PELLING. Did the King wait to hear you sing, 
Mr. Humfrey? 

HUMFREY. Vraiment, no... he was gone 
an hour before I came. ... I am very cross 
with him. 

MRS. KNEPP. Oh, tut! tut! 

HUMFREY (/0 MRS. PEPYS). And I shall tell 
him so when I see him; ma foi, yes. I talk to 
him like that, you know, I treat him as a man. 

MRS. KNEPP. And what does he treat you as 

. .awoman? (Laughing.) 

HUMFREY. Ventre St. Gris! (Laughing.) 
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What a rogue you are, madame. Vous me faites 
rire toujours! 


MRS. PEPYS. Tell me, Mistress Knepp, are you 
acquainted with a Mistress Knight, the singing 
woman? 

MRS. KNEPP. I have spoke to her once or 
twice. 


MRS. PEPYS. Did she ever give you a paper 
with the address of her lodging? 


' MRS. KNEPP. Me? Oh, la, no! 
PELLING pokes her violently in the back. 


Oh! wait now ...I remember she did... 
the last time I saw her, and asked me to visit her. 


MRS. PEPYS. Where does she lodge? 


MRS. KNEPP. I have forgot ... near the 
City somewhere. ...I haven’t been. (To 
HUMEREY, who is filling MRS. PIERCE’S glass.) 
Here! me too! (Holding out her glass.) 


HUMFREY. You should drink champagne, 
Madame Pierce. Délicieuse! and such tickling 
in the mouth. 


MRS. PIERCE. Tickling . . . Lord, no, I dare. 
not ... I tickle so easily. If you but bring 
your hand near me I go off at once . . . he! he! 
he! he! 


MRS. KNEPP (as she drains her glass). Come! 
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Another song! Come... “Once I was a mar- 
ried man.” 


Cazsar strikes a chord. She sings the first line, 
the rest, except MRS. PEPYS, sing the refrain. 
Before the song has gone far, PEPYS’ voice is 
heard off. 

PEPYs (off). Boy, boy, Jacke . . . here! take 
my things. 

suE rushes to the kitchen door calling, “Jacke! 
Jacke!’ 

MRS. KNEPP. Here he comes! 

HUMEREY. Ce gaillaird, Pepys, enfin! 

MRS. PIERCE. The poor dear man! 
(Together.) 


Pepys enters laden with large bundles of papers 
besides his satchel. 


pepys. At last, at last . . . Such a pother of 
business. I thought I’d never get home! How 
do ye all? 
He is received with cries of delight from those at 
the table, who all rise save MRS. PEPYS, and out 
of the end of the hubbub her voice comes shrill. 


-MRS.*PEPys. Samuel, where have you been? 


pepys. At the Navy Office, my love... 
doing the King’s work! Here, boy, my hat! my 
stick! Make haste! 
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The soy takes his things. Pepys turns, clapping 
his hands together and rubbing them with 
forced heartiness. 


Faith, I’m mighty glad to see ye.all, mighty, glad, 
upon my soul. 


MRS. PEPYS. All this time at the office? 


Pepys. Every minute, my treasure . . . Gad, 
I’d forgotten. (Taking a parcel from his 
pocket.) Not every minute; I slipped round to 
Unthanke’s and knocked ’em up to get you this. 
(He puts a beautiful lace scarf round her shoul- 
ders and kisses her. She turns her head from the 
kiss.) 


MRS. PIERCE. My, what a beauty! 
HUMEREY. Amende honorable! 


MRS. PEPYS (pulling the scarf from her shoul- 
ders). And what is this in honour of—the 
launching of The Great Beare? 


pepys. Nay, she’s still in the slips . . . ’tis to 
cover your pretty bare shoulders, my love. (He 
sits at the head of table as— 
DOLL hurries from the kitchen with the dish of 
veal and sets it in front of him. 


poLL. A mighty fine breast of veal, hot as the 
debil. (Then in aloud whisper.) An’ I keep de 


li’] ole hare all for you, mass’r, with prune sauce. 


pepys. Nay, I will but clap a bit of meat in 
my mouth. (Attacking the veal.) 
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PELLING pours out wine for him. 
I’m mighty glad you did not wait for me. 

MRS. PIERCE. Oh, we did wait . . . but ’twas 
for Mistress Pepys. (Giggles.) 

MRS. KNEPP. Who came not home till ten. 

PEPYS (feigning amazement). Not home till 
ten, my love? 

MRS. PEPys (sharply). I had business... 
which kept me abroad. 

PEPYS. Business? 

MRS. PEPYS. (flercely). Aye, business! 

MRS. PIERCE. And would not tell us what 
s)3,. Sly puss! 

MRS. PEPYS. Madam, ’twas no one’s business 
but mine. 

Pepys. Nay, nay, but to let our guests shift 
for themselves till ten 0’ the clock. 


HUMEFREY. Pardie! Monsieur Pepys, we were 
well amused. J sang them songs—we sang to- 
gether—and the ladies were charming. (Bowing 
tO MRS. PIERCE.) 

MRS. PIERCE (with a squeal of delight). Oh, 
Mr. Humfrey, but you’re hugeously gallant. 

MRS. KNEPP (loudly). Let’s sing again, faith 
—‘Marry me now.” Come on, Cesar! 

Casar picks up his lute and strikes a chord. 
MRS. KNEPP sings the first two lines, then all 
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except MRS. PEPYS take up the refrain: “Marry 

me now, marry me now, marry me, marry me 
33 : 

now. 


“Marry Me Now.” 


“Said Brawny Bill, the sailor bold, 

Oh, marry me now! 

Our love is nearly two days old, 
Marry me, marry me now! 

I’ve got the parson and the ring, 

I mean to do the proper thing. 
Marry me now, marry me now, 
Marry me, marry me now. 


“You see I’ve got to sail away, 

Oh, marry me now! 

I'd hate to miss my wedding day, 
Marry me, marry me now! 

For life is short and love is long, 

And once we’re spliced we can’t go wrong. 
Marry me now, marry me now, 
Marry me, marry me now! 


““Heave to, my lass, and strike your sail, 

Oh, marry me now! 

A sailor lad will never fail, 
Marry me, marry me now! 

You may not see him once a year, 

But when he’s there he’ll make you cheer, 
Marry me now, marry me now! 
Marry me, marry me now!” 
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The refrain gets more and more noisy, till at last 
MRS. PIERCE screams it, beating time on the 
table with a spoon. . 


MRS. PEPYS (suddenly springing up). Have 
done! Have done! Have done! I tell you! 
. . . Will ye drive me mad? 


HUMEREY. Pauvre Madame Pepys! 

MRS. KNEPP. What have I done? 

MRS. PIERCE. We do but sing! 

pEpys. What is it, wife? (Riésing.) 

MRS. PEPYS (going to the foot of stairs). My 
head! ... My head! ... the caterwauling 


. send ’em away, I can’t bear it . . . I can’t 
en can't! 


Pepys. Nay, wife, what’s amiss, my love? 
(Coming to her.) 
She turns with a fierce whisper. 


MRS. PEPYS. Do not you come near me! 
(Aloud, going up the stairs.) 1 beg you'll par- 
don me... I am not well—I think I am not 
well . . . I must to bed ... good-night... 
good-night! 

PELLING. Good-night! 

MRS. KNEPP. Good-night! (Laughing softly.) 


HUMEFREY. Je suis désolé, chére Madame 
Pepys, bon soir! 
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MRS. PIERCE (leering). Abroad till ten—fie! 
fie! 
MRS. KNEPP. Husht! 
MRS. PEPYS disappears into the room above. 
ALL have risen. 


pepys. Faith, I misdoubt but her mind’s in a 
toss about something, poor wretch! *Iwere best 
we all say good-night . . 


PELLING. Faith, so! 
HUMEREY. Je crois bien, pauvre petite! 


Pepys. We'll hold this feast some other night. 
Take away, girls! Boy Jacke! Attend the door. 
‘The cirts begin clearing the table. The Boy 
goes out. 


HUMEREY (faking up his theorbo). Bon soir, 
M. Pepys. I could not sing to-night. Ma foi, 
non! ‘The mood is gone. 


MRS. PIERCE. Nay, nay, come to my house and 
Babs and Cesar. We'll be merry yet. (Giggles, 
then going to PEPys.) Something has happened, 
take my word. (Pointing upstairs.) 


PEPys. Faith, very like. 


MRS. PIERCE. Good night, sweet man! (Hold- 
ing out her cheek.) 


pepys (shaking her hand.) Good night. (He 
leaves her.) : 
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MRS. PIERCE. Beast! Come, dear Mr. Hum- 
frey! (Turning.) Merry yet, i faith! (She 
begins to dance, singing.) ‘Marry me now, 
marry me now, marry me—” 


ALL. Hush! hush! hush! hush! 
She goes out giggling. 


HUMEREY (following). Pardie! The cream 
is turned to butter... 


Goes out laughing, followed by Czxsar. 


MRS. KNEPP (in a whisper). Good night, 
thou naughty knave! 


pepys (kissing her). Good night, thou saucy 
wench! ‘ 


(She goes out.) 

(To PELLING, who is following.)  Pelling, is 
there ne’er a medicine to keep a woman quiet? 

PELLING. Faith, yes ... but I cannot sell 
it you. 

PEPYs. What? 

PELLING. Just think, friend Pepys; good 
night! 

(Goes out.) 


pEPys. Good night! (He stands looking after 
them.) 


The cirts have cleared the table of all save the 
candelabra, and are gone. Murmurs and soft 
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laughter from the departing guests. MRS. 
PIERCE begins to sing again, “Marry me now,” 
and is hushed down; more soft laughter, then 
the sound of the soy sliding the bolts of the 
door. pepys turns and stands, gazing at the 
ground a moment. In the silence outside mrs. 
PIERCE’s “Marry me now,” then laughter and 
voices moving away. PEPYS looks up at the 
bedroom door, hesitates a moment, then moves 
down to the foot of the stairs. He hesitates 
again. In the distance the refrain and laugh- 
ter. He is about to mount the stairs, then 
stands thinking a moment and goes to the cup- 
board x. Far away the “Marry me now” and 
faint laughter. pepys takes the newly acquired 
Bible from the cupboard, goes and sits at the 
head of the table. For a moment he sits think- 
ing, then sighs and opens the Bible and begins 
to read. The door upstairs opens softly. mrs. 
pepys comes to the balustrade and looks down. 
She is in petticoat and dressing jacket, soft 
slippers on her feet and a lace cap on her head. 
She turns and comes noiselessly down the stairs, 
comes a little way towards him, then stands 
watching him. A pause. 


MRS. PEPYS (in alow voice). Vmsorry ... 
I flew out . . . before ’em all. 


PEPYS (turning). Wife! (He rises to go to 
her. She stretches out her hands to keep him 
away.) 
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MRS. PEPYS. You should have been home. 
PEPYs (sitting). Iknow. 
A pause. 
MRS. PEPys. Where were you? 
Pepys. I told you. 

She is silent. 

At the Navy Office. 

She shuts her mouth grimly and shakes her head. 
MRS. PEPys. Why did you bring me the scarf! 
Pepys. To please you. 

MRS. PEPYs. Humph! 


pepys. Faith, there’s no pleasing you! Did 
you not ask for it to-day? 


mrs. Pepys. I did. And you said you’d 
think— 

pepys. And I did think, and thought to please 
you, and went round and knocked Unthanke out 
of bed for it. Cost me four pounds eighteen. 


MRS. PEPYS. Aye, conscience money! (Sits on 
bench.) 
PEPys. What d’ye mean? 


MRS. PEPYS. When you gave me the scarf, 
then I knew there was something wrong. And 
you so agreeable, too . . . with my love, and my 
pet, and my treasure— 
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pepys (nettled). Faith, I shan’t be agreeable 
much longer. 


MRS. PEPYS. ‘There’s a certain smile—how 
well I know it! . . . When I see it oozing on 
your face, I’m sure you’ve been up to some 
roguery. (A pause.) Where were you? 


pEPys. How many times do you want to hear 
it... at the Navy Office. 


MRS. PEPYS. It’s a lie! 


PEPys. Woman, are you out o’ your wits? 
Ask the boy there, if you don’t believe me. 


MRS. PEPYS. I have asked him already. 
pepys. Well, and what did he tell you? 
MRS. PEPys. At the Navy Office. 

Pepys. Of course he did. 


MRS. PEPYS. Yes, of course! He saw you go 
in, and he didn’t see you come out. But I know 
better—I know you lied to me before you went 
out, and I know you're lying now. 


PEPYS (shouting). I told you I was going to 
the Navy Office, and that is where I’ve been! 


MRS. PEPYS (springing up). Navy Office be 
damned! . . . You lied about Lettice! I saw 
you kiss her, and you lied and said you didn’t, 
and the moment you were gone I had her in and 
she confessed. 


fe 
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Pepys. Pooh! You frightened her— 


Mrs. PEPYS. I frightened the truth out of 
her, wretch! 


pepys. Truth! Pshaw! A silly green girl, 
frighted out of her life. . . . What could she 
know of the truth? Pish, talk sense! I might 
have brushed against her lips by accident, when 
looking down her throat, and she, poor fool, she 
thought it was a kiss. And here you come mak- 
ing all this great do about naught, and I only 
waiting to learn what you were doing that kept 
you abroad till ten . . . aye, madam! till ten o’ 
the clock, gadding by night . . . in the City 
... alone! Were you alone? 


MRS. PEPYS. Yes. 

pepys. Why did ye not take one of the maids 
with you? 

MRS. PEPYS. Because I didn’t choose! 


pepys. Aye, didn’t choose they should see 
where you went and what you did—I’ll be bound 
you didn’t! But J mean to know! . . . Choose 
or no choose . . . your husband has got to learn 
the truth! Speak, woman—where went you? 


mrs. Pepys. After you to the Navy Office— 
(flying out)—and you weren’t there! 


PEpys. I was there! 


MRS. PEPYS. I knocked and knocked till my 
hands ached— 
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pEpys. I heard ye not. What time was it? 
MRS. PEPYs. After seven, maybe. 


pEpys. And you stood three hours knocking 
at the Navy Office! 


mrs. PEPYS. No... I -went— (She hesi- 
tates.) 

Pepys. Where? 

MRS. PEPYS. To Mistress Knight’s . . . the 
singing woman .. . to look for you. 

pepys. Look for me, indeed! What should 
take me there? 


mrs. PEPYS (faking the paper from her 
breast). ‘That! I found it there on the table. 

PEPYS (takingit). ”Tis none o’ mine. 

MRS. PEPYS. I saw you search for it before 
you went— 

pepys. Fiddle faddle! I searched for a sheet 
of music. (Crumbling it into a ball and fling- 
ing it away.) Jealous whimsies to turn me from 
the truth! But you can’t deceive me! ... 
Come, out with it! What were you doing, and 
who were you with? 

Mrs. PEPYS (szllenly). With Mistress Knight. 

Pepys. Alone? 
She is silent. 
Answer me! . . . Who else was there? 


Re 


\ 
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No reply. 
Woman, do you hear . . . who else? 


MRS. PEPYS. The... the King. 


Pepys. ‘The King! Hell and devils! You 
. my wife ... with the King . . . all that 
time with the King! 


MRS. PEPYS. No, no—not all that time! 


Pepys. Faith, long enough to make a naught 
of you! 


MRS. PEPYS. No—Samuel, no... he was 
mighty civil to me— 

pepys. Oh, mighty civil! Ill wager he was. 
Faith, I know his civility . . . and you'll be on 
the civil list before we know . . . aye, madam 
. . - aroyal mistress . . . and lead me about as 
consort in a crown of horns! 


MRS. PEPYS (going on her knees). No... 
no...no... I swear not! 


pepys. Heaven grant me patience! (Pretend- 
ing to swallow his rage.) But come... I'll 
Seca. . ci sbe calm... ost I can: .”. 
T'll question you quietly. (Standing over her.) 
Yes... that’s the way ...on your knees 
... mighty proper... and we'll have the 
truth ... at last. Come now, tell me what 
happened . . . confess it all! . . . I can bear it 
. . . Ican bear anything, so it be the truth. He 
made love to you... eh? 
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MRS. PEPYs. No! 
Pepys. What? 
Mrs. PEPYS. No, no, Samuel! 


Pepys. He played with you? . . . Kissed you 
. . eh? 


MRS. PEPYS. No, Samuel, no, he didn’t! 
pEpys. I want the truth. 

MRS. PEPYS. He did me no wrong, I swear it. 
Pepys. What did he do? 

mrs. Pepys. He... he talked to me. 


pepys. Faith! I wouldn’t believe that if a 
bench of bishops swore it. Talked to you! 
Could he be five minutes with a pretty woman 
in a room and keep his hands off her?—Not if 
they were tied behind his back! 


MRS. PEPYS. It’s the truth, Samuel, the truth! 


Pepys. Oh, woman, woman! And here am I, 
poor, honest, sober man, going my ways about 
my business . . . while my wife is dallying with 
the King. (He turns away.) 


MRS. PEPYS (beginning to cry). Iam true to 
you, Samuel . .. Tam. I’ve always . .. been 
. true to you... always... no ma-ma- 
ma-matter who tried to tempt me. (She hides 
her face in her hands.) 


PEPYS turns, realising he has gone too far. 
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’pepys. Don’t cry.... (Going to her.) 
Come, don’t cry... I'll believe you.... 
Faith, I know you’re true. (Raising her up and 
patting her back.) Don’t cry ... Ican’t bear 
to see youcry. Come, wife... come... sit 
you here. . . . (He seats her in his chair at the 
head of the table.) That’s better . . . and we 
won’t cry any more . . . eh? 

She brushes away her tears with her fingers. 
That’s better .. . aye . . . I know you’re true 
to me, but I know likewise you’re not to be 
trusted with liberty—what woman is?—for away 
from me you’re but a fool. And I would have 
this night a lesson to you... . aye... . against 
jealousy and vain imaginings . . . plaguing me 
with your suspicions, and all that would make a 
hell of our home. Come, promise you'll never 
‘suspect me again. 

MRS. PEPYS. I promise. 
Pepys. Nay, before we lie in our bed to-night, 

swear it me as a vow... . Faith! here’s the 
Book at your elbow . . . put your hand upon it. 


She puts her hand on the Book. 
So! . . . now, repeat the words after me: “T, 
Elisabeth Pepys . . .” 


The sound of horses’ hoofs coming nearer is 
heard. 
mrs. PEPYS. I, Elisabeth Pepys... 
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pepys. ‘Do hereby swear that never 
99 
again. ... 
MRS. PEPYS. Do hereby swear that never 
again .. 
pepys. ‘Will I suspect my husband. . .” 
MRS. PEPYS. Will I suspect my husband .. . 


pepys. ‘“Whatsoever he may say or do, or 
others may say against him. . .” 


MRS. PEPYS. Whatsoever he may say— 


The horses with a great clatter pull up outside the 
house. They are both silent, listening. A 
thunderous knocking on the door. 


Pepys (after a pause). What can that be? 


MRS. PEPYS (aghast). At this hour! (She 
rises.) 


PEPYS (going up). Boy, boy, Jacke! Wake 
up! (He throws a boot down the passage. An- 
other loud knock.) 


mrs. PEPYS (who has stolen up to the window, 
pressing her face against the glass). The King’s 
liveries! 


Pepys. The King’s! 


MRS. PEPYS. What could it mean? (Coming 
down.) War? War with the Dutch? 


Pepys. The Dutch—the devil! 


PRODGERS enters solemnly bearing on a velvet 
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cushion the flageolet. He comes to MRS. PEPYS 
with a stately bow. 


PRODGERS. His Majesty sends his warmest 
greetings to Mistress Pepys and commands me to 
deliver this instrument into her hands. (He 
holds out the cushion to MRS. PEPYS, who won- 
deringly takes the flageolet. ) His Majesty desires 
that you will keep jealous guard upon it, madam, 
as he has observed that Mr. Pepys’ love of music 
leads him to leave it about in strange places. 
(Then, putting the cushion under his arm, he 
bows to each.) Madam! ... Mr. Pepys! 


He stalks out. prpys stands looking as if he 
wished the earth would swallow him. The 
clattering of the horses’ hoofs dies away in the 
distance. MRS. PEPYS stands staring at the 
flageolet in her hand. 


MRS. PEPYS (in a low dazed voice). How 
came this here? ... You took it out... I 
saw it. ... The King! ... You were there! 
. . . at Mistress Knight’s. . . . You were there! 


PEPYS (stammering). I... was at... 
the Navy Office .. . I— 


MRS. PEPYS. Don’t give me that raggedy lie 
again . . . you were there? 


He is silent. She goes on, deadly quiet. 


The truth... or I walk out of your house 
to-night! 
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pEpys. It’s true . . ..I was there. 
MRS. PEPYS. All the time? 

pepys. All the time. 

MRS. PEPYS. Where? 

Pepys (quickly). Not in the bedroom. 


MRS. PEPYS. I know you weren't... 
Where? 


Pepys. In the c-curtains— 
mrs. PEPYs. A lie! The King was there. 
Pepys. Behind the other ones. 


MRS. PEPYs. So! ... You black-mouthed 
liar, is that the truth, at last? 


Pepys (vodding.) At last. 


MRS. PEPys. And you made me confess, you 
rotten-hearted rogue! ... you forgave me 
. made me swear vows . . . you pricklouse! 
you unmitigated monster! And all the time you 
were false to me with that woman! 


She springs at him, beating him with the flageo- 
let. He backs, trying to ward off the blows 
with his arms. 

False to me! . . . Dog! . .. False to me. .. . 

You hound! You lying hound! ... False! 

... False! . . . False, you stinking devil! 


He succeeds in catching her wrists; they struggle, 
swaying. 
pepys. I wasn’t false! 


ACT *AND SO TO BED” 141 


MRS. PEPYS. Liar! 
PEpys. I went to hear her sing. 
MRS. PEPYS. Lies! 
PEPys. I went to make music— 


MRS. PEPYS (freeing her right hand and grab- 
bing the flageolet from the left, holds it back to 
strike). All lies! 


PEPYS (throwing off her left hand and retreat- 
ing). It’strue! Look at the proof in your hand. 


MRS. PEPYS (flinging it at him). A lie! 

PEPYs (shouting). Woman, it’s true! And 
didn’t you lie to me? 

MRS. PEPYS. I didn’t. 


PEPYs (coming to her, furious). You did! 
You let the King make love to you—I heard him. 


MRS. PEPYS. I couldn’t stop him! 

pepys. And he tickled you! 

MRS. PEPYS. I couldn’t help it! 

pepys. And you liked it! 

MRS. PEPYs. No, I didn’t. 

pEPys. Yes, you did, you laughed! 

MRS. PEPYS. I must laugh when I’m tickled. 


pepys. And worse (seizing her wrists) he 
kissed you. 


MRS. PEPYS. You know that? 


Uy 
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PEPYS. Know it, woman!—you were sitting 
on top of me! 

MRS. PEPYS. Samuel! (Staring at him.) You 
were in the chest! 


He hangs his head ashamed. 
Oh, Samuel, how undignified! 


She sinks into the chair at the head of the table, 
then after a pause, struggling with her tears. 


What are we to do? . . . What are we to do? 
. . - How can we ever live together again... 
after... to-night. (Sobbing.) 


pepys (frightened). You don’t mean that? 
. . . You don’t really mean that? 


MRS. PEPYS. But I do mean it ...I1 must 
mean it. 


Pepys. Don’t say that. ... (He comes over 
behind the table, beginning to cry.) You 
couldn’t, wife, you couldn’t say that. (He sits 
a little way from her leaning his arms on the 


table.) 


MRS. PEPYS (sobbing). But I must sayit ... 
how can I ever believe you again? 

pEpys (sobbing). I can promise ... never — 
to lie to you. 

MRS. PEPYS (sobbing). But I couldn’t believe 
it. 
A pause broken by sobs. 
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And... to think ... that you were there 
. . all the time. 


Pepys (sobbing). Yes... all the time. 
A slight pause. 

MRS. PEPYS (sobbing). If you knew... 
what I was suffering . . . in my heart! 


Pepys (sobbing). If you knew ... what I 
was suffering . . . in the chest. (He takes out 
his handkerchief and wipes his eyes.) 

Mrs. PEPYS (sobbing). But you... de- 
served it. 

pEpys (sobbing). Yes... yes...I de- 
served it. 

She wipes away the tears with her fingers. He 
passes her the handkerchief. 

Mrs. PEPYS (sobbing). How can I ever know 
now... that you weren’t false . . . with that 
woman. 

pepys (sobbing).I could . . . swear I wasn’t. 

mrs. PEPYS (sobbing). Yes... but what’s 

. the good! 
He is wiping tears away with his fingers. She 
passes the handkerchief. 

Pepys (sobbing). I could swear it on the Book 

. there’s a mighty difference . . . between 
general swearing . . . and swearing on ‘the Book. 


MRS. PEPYS Lappin a little). 1s there? 
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pepys. ‘A mighty difference. 

MRS. PEPYS. Very well . .. put your hand 
onit ... swear it on the Book. 
He puts his hand on the Book. 


Pepys. Iswear ... I wasnever ... naught 
with Knight. 


WATCHMAN (in the distance outside). Past 
twelve o’ the clock, and a fine windy morning! 


MRS. PEPYS. Now swear .. . you will never 
see her again. 


pepys. I swear I will never see her again . . . 
if I can help it. 


MRS. PEPYS (quickly). No, no, no, you must 
help it. 


Pepys (quickly). But how can I help it? I 
might see her at the Play, at Court, in the street. 
Would you have me forswear myself? 


WATCHMAN (a little nearer). Past twelve o’ 
the clock and a fine windy morning. 


MRS. PEPYS. ‘Then you must swear to shut 
your eyes. 


Pepys. I swear if I see her I will shut my eyes. 


MRS. PEPYS (rises). And now one more, 
Samuel . . . swear that you will never look at 
a pretty woman again. 


He puts his hand on the Book. 
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PEPYS. I swear I will never look at a pretty 
woman again—and may the Lord help me to 
keep that vow. 


MRS. PEPys. Amen! Bring the light, Samuel. 
(She crosses to the stairs.) 


WATCHMAN (far away). Past twelve o’ the 
clock and a fine windy morning. 


SAMUEL, who has followed her with the branched 
candlestick, stands beside the staircase watch- 
ing her go up. 

Pepys. Wife! 

She stops and looks at him, then leaning over the 
banisters, bends down and kisses him. PEPYS 
following her upstairs.. 

And so to bed! 
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